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PUBLISHER'S ADTBBTISBMENT. 

The success of a first volume of Papers from 
the London Times has induced the publicafcioii 
of a second. The articles in the present book 
are all drawn from a recent period of that 
journal ; several of them, which have obtained 
quite a celebrity, from the numbers of the present 
season. They will be found to include, among 
other subjects, sketches of the chief literary 
characters of England of the day — the Tenny- 
sons, Dickens, Carlyles, Tiiackerays, Kingsleys, 

It is proposed from time to time to continue 
these Collections, and a novel volume is in 
preparation to consist entirely of Leabees from 
THE London Times. 

NW YOKK, OcTOHEn, 1SS2. 
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GArTAIN PEEL IN THE NUBIAN nESERT* 

Hebi; J3 a iittle unpretending volume wliicli, in its 
own modest way, abundantly proves that " the age of 
chivalry is" not "gone;" that the ago " of sophiaters, 
economists, and calculators has " not " succeeded ;" and 
that "tie glory of Europe is" not "extinguished for 
ever." The immortal spirit of Edmund Eurke may 
find consolation in the circumstance that " the un- 
bought grace of life, the cheap defence of nationa, the 
nurse of manly sentiment and heroic enterprise " is still 
among us ; and, in truth, acceptable as is the testimony 
which is ^ven to the fact in the few pages before us, 
the narrative of Captain Peel was scarcely required to 
convince us that the most intense commercial activity 
is not inconsistent with the sublimest humanity, and 
that the finest heroism may co-exist with the most 
steady and practical obedience to the lawi 
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LorJ Herbert, of Gherbury, had he been among us, 
might, in his cahiier niomenU, have taken sucli a ride 
as Ihat ujTOn which tlie young sailor ventured in iiis 
strong desire to mitigate tlie unliappiness of his sabiti 
fellow creatures. He left England on the 20th of 
August, 1851, OH board the PoLtinger, for Alexandria; 
and he embarked 

" With tlie object of travelling in Soudan, hoping, 
by the bleaajng of the Almighty, to help to break the 
fetters of the negro, to release him from the selfish 
Mussulman, from tlie sordid European ; to tell him 
there is a God that made ks all — a Christ that came 
down and died for all," 

Soudan or Nigritia is a vast region of Oenfral Africa 
with undefined limits, and unapproaehable but by cer- 
tain well defined perils of land and water, of climate 
and man, that might easily appal the bravest. They 
did not much distress the naval adventurer. " Resolu- 
tion," he writes — 

" Stifled all objeetions and earrie<l me aboard. "We 
sailed, and then, knowing it could no longer influence 
my course, I gave way to the deepest despair. All that 
affection, all that temptation could hold out, rose in 
their most alluring form ; and so time wore on, for the 
first days very heavily, till Cape St. Vincent awoke me 
to other feelings — reminded me of the enthusiasm of 
my boyhood. Now all homesick, lovesiek yearnings 
vanished, and ^ain I ti'od the deck with a high hope ; 
my heart was lifted with England's honour." 

The companion of the expedition was M. Churi, a 
Maronite of the Lebanon, 25 yeaiB of age, who had left 
his couiUrv when n hnv to da brought up nt the Propa- 
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ganda College at Eome. After reviving the higiiest 
religious education, M. Oiiuri, almost penniless, set out 
to seek his fortune, and finally settled in England, 
where he gave lessons in Arabic and Italian. Captain 
Peel became Jiis pupii, aud they travelled together in 
the East. After a happy tour the travellers i-eturned to 
England, and M. Ohuri recommenced his teaching. 
Captain Peel had, however, set his heart upon the work 
t« be done in Soudan, and he pi^jposed a second and 
more hazardous journey to his tutor. The latter re- 
fused, but at the last moment eoiisented. The captain 
wanted nothing more, for he had at his side " a firm 
friend, jealous of his honom', and ready to face any 
danger to serve him." 

The youthful adventurers duly reached Alexandria 
and Cairo, and then set out on the Nile, resolved, with 
the help of Heaven, to complete their hrmiane and 
benevolent mission. We will hastily follow them on 
their course. In five days the Nile Iwat brings them 
to Keneh ; on the 22nd of September they are as far 
as Assouan. It is the limit of Egypt and Nubia : — 
" In approaching we passed several vill^es to which. 
our boatmen belonged, and it was a pretty sight to see 
how all the people, young and old, turned out to wel- 
come them." Sad villages I Formed of huts made of 
unbumt bricks or date leaves stuccoed with mud, about 
eight feet high, pulverised by the sun, " a heap of dirt 
and dust standing on the accumulated rubbish of cen- 
turies." Yet not wholly unhappy villager, as his fine 
form and serene countenajice indicate, albeit he daily 
works for no gentle taskmaster from daily dawn till 
dusk, naked, exposed to the sun, often without a cov&s- 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



12 OAPTAIK PBBL IH THE NUDIAN DESERT. 

ing to tis head or loins, standing all day in tie water, 
digging a ti-ench with his hands, or cutting the mud 
with his feet, Before proceeding on the voyage the 
traveller notes, for the reader's infonnalJoD, that "the 
■water of the Nile is of a deep brown colour, and when 
drawn in a glass or basin it looks sfill more stiongly 
discoloured. The earth it contains is called in Arabic 
' ableea,' which means ' fat,' or ' grease,' and is an 
extremely soft and oily substance. When poured oyer 
the body the water runs like oil, and when filtered 
through an earthen jar is deliciously light to drink." 
On the 2'7th of September Eorusko is reached. Here 
the travellers must disembark, for the road lies across 
the Nubian desert, which their feet touch almost aa 
soon as they land. 

On the 28th Konisko was left behind and the land 
journey commenced. The party consisted of the cap- 
tain and Churi, an Egyptian cook, the Couwass, an 
Arab guide, and four Ai'aba. Life and vegetation were 
missed in the course of a few minutes, blackened hills 
and broken granite rocks were approached, and the 
march was silent, " tlie camels advancing in line 
abreast over the broad pavement of close-packed sand." 
The sand glared with light, the heat was intense, the 
hot south wind came like the breath of a furnace ; not 
so much as a withered straw could be seen around. 
" We halted at '? o'clock that night, but only to feed 
the camels ; there was no time to make a fire ; we, 
therefore, drank water and ate onions for our dinner. 
The mawh was then resumed. I never was more 
fatigued; my tongue was parched and the throat pain- 
fully swollen. We came to a halt at 30 minutes past 
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SilOMT ALLOWANCE. 13 

1 o'clock, when I stretehed my poor body on the sand 
to sleep, and my mind wandered by the side of rippling 
streams in the earthly paradise of England." At -5 
next morning the party were eariy afoot — having 
dnini: water for their breakfast — and until 8, when a 
halt was cried, they marched "under the sickening 
heat of a morning snn without food." Faint irom 
hunger the captain e^;erly inquired for the bill of fare. 
Horror I It was discovered that everything had been 
foi^tten. There was no firewood, there were no eggs, 
no meat, no vegetables, for even the onions were gone. 
Sir Robert's son turned with the fierceness of an African 
tornado upon his suit*. Tlie cook sneaked away, the 
Couwass retired, the faithful Churi alone stood still to 
receive the full force of the hungry man's r^;e. But 
" Chnri loves his friend too well to care for his hasty words. 
He said he had tried his best ; he thought I knew there 
was nothing," It was necessary to look the calamity 
quietly in the face. ITie actual amount of supplies was 
called over. There was a bag of rice, and some stale 
bread, and some tea and coffee ; nothing more. 
An-angementa were made accordingly. In crossing the 
desert food was taken twice a day — boiled rice and 
cofiee in the morning, boiled rice and tea in the even- 
ing. " The faithful Churi" was even more fnigal. He 
I'estricted himself to soaked bread and water. 

And thus pained by the hot south wind, and scorch- 
ed by the glaring sand, the abstemious and noble- 
hearted travellers go forward. Hear one of them in 
the burniug and oppressive silence. He has left life 
behind him, but death is liis companion : — 

" Take care, or you will stumble over its victim, 
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Leave tiie I'oad, you perisli; follow tke track of the 
earavan, and rotting carcases are its milestones. Why 
is the voice of the caravan so hushed, and why do you 
urge your camel's speed 5 See ! Your spirit is wound- 
ed ; you are musing on a secret in your own breast, and 
yet it is known to all. Look at that horrid object that 
lay in your path, his head turned ba«k and his mouth 
wide open ; he wanted wa(«r, death has mocked hitn 
and choked it with sand ; he wanted air, the wind is 
laughing through his ribs ; he struggled to reach his 
journey's end, his feet are striking iu the air. It is not 
death that scares you ; it is its insults that you cannot 
avenge ; the cnrse of mortality, the di^ust of nature ; 
it is corruption stinting in the nostrils of heaven. 
Happy are we who have been taught the blessed hojie 
that this corruption is the seed of incori'uption, the 
pledge of immortality !" 

On Sunday, October 6, the Nubian desert is over- 
come. Aboo Hamed is the halting place ; the bank of 
the Nile once more restores vegetation, and man and 
beast are refreshed. On Tuesday, the 7th, the travel- 
lers, who for two days had lived like water rats, creep- 
ing out of their tent to dive into the stream below, 
are again on the scorching march. The village of 
Gageh is passed. Here is the grave of Mr. Melley, an 
English traveller, who died of fever a few months 
before. The tomb " is in the desert by the wayside, 
laid among the Moslem graves." The pious pilgrim 
must needs stop. "I went to kneel by its side, and 
then carefully restored what little damage the heat and 
the wind had done." On the 10th the small party halt 
at Kenaniet. The camels taste gi'een food for the firs! 
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time sine* quitting Konisko. All signs of the desert 
depart. Nuliia is Lere a second E^ypt. Early on Sun- 
day, the 12th, Barbar is reached. " Barbaris the eapi- 
tal, and it is also the limit of Nubia, whose inhabitants 
are stilt called Barabras, from which comes the Greek 
word for barbarians. All above is tie country of 
Soudan," Here the English captain parts with his 
Arabs, and engages a boat to sail to Khartoum. He is 
again upon the Nile. The higher he ascends the purer 
becomes the water. The colour is no longer deep 
brown, and the thirsty soul may drink wiliout fear 
from the river. On Thursday, October 23, the captain 
and the constant Chnri alight at Khartoum. It has 
taken them six weeks to get there from Cairo, The young 
enthusiasts immediately pay their respects to the Gover- 
nor-General of all these upper provinces, and express 
their desire to push (heir way to Darfoor. The Gover- 
nor starts at their temerity, and assures them they will 
be murdered. They have heard the same thing along 
the whole road from Koriisko, and are therefore not 
disturbed by the annotmcement. They resolve to pro- 
ceed. His Excellency, to save their heads if possible, 
sends an express to lie Sultan of Dai-foor, earnestly 
requesting permission for an Englishman to pass 
through his unpleasant dominions. Tlie captain owes 
much of this attention to a firman which he cairies, the 
vohintary gift of Abbas Pasha, who threatens to visit 
with heavy punisliment all who should refuse to do 
their utmost to please the son of the late Prime Minis- 
ter of England. The name of Sir Robert is a shield and 
buckler to Sir Robert's son. 

Khartoum ia an Arabic word ' signifying " the gullet 
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16 CAPTAIN PEEL IN THE NUBIAN DBSEBT. 

of the ttiroat," and is so applied because tlie waters of 
the Blue and "Whits Nile flow at Kliartouni iato one 
sttsara. But " the gullet of the throat" is no resting 
pifiee for the devoted men for whom the akves are 
anxiously wsoting in murderous Soudan. They cross 
the White Nile on the 28th, and mount the eamels, 
which are in readiness to conduct them as far as Kor- 
dofan. Six days' weary joTimeying hrings them to 
Labayed, the capital of Kordofan. They arrive late at 
night and sleep in the Government courtyard. Weep, 
slaves, in murderous Soudan ; but rejoice, Lady Peel, 
happy in the possession of so true-hearted a son, and 
all Christian men ■who would not willing let die so 
capable a brother! Captain Pee! had scarcely swal- 
lowed his supper at Labayed before he espied a water 
carrier. He ran up to bim, stripped, and made the 
man pour a dozen water akins over his parched body. 
The effect of the ablution was to take away sleep ; and 
as the wakeful traveller lay restless and impatient for 
daylight to break over Labayed, the night air struct 
bim with its poisonous breath, and brought his eiTant 
adventures all too suddenly to a close. 

Rising the following morning, Captain Peel informed 
the Governor of Kordofait of his wish to go on at once 
to Darfoor. This governor was as much grieved by 
the intelligence as the other had been, and begged the 
traveller to wait at least imtil the messenger's return. 
The traveller could brook no such delay, but he split 
the difference with his counsellor byeonaentdngto travel 
for the present no further than the confines of Darfoor, 
" beyond which even the Arabs could not go," where 
lie would await the Sultan's answer to the petition 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



already in his liands. ProTideace is more potent than 
Eastern governors. The selfwilled Captain who would 
not listen to reason very quietly submitted to a voice 
from which human folly and impatience appeal in vain. 
The very first day after his appearance in Labayed poor 
Churi was seized with fever afid ague, and two days 
afterwards bis companion was violently attacked with 
the same complaint On the 26th of November Capt. 
Peel first began to crawl, but Cliuri was still apparently 
in a dying state. To speak truth, they had not the 
test quarter's n the world. 

" Labayed stands in a vast p!ain,-and is a straggling 
collection of mud huts with, thatebed cone roofe. It 
has to be rebuilt almost every year after the rainy 
season. As soon as night sets in there is a furiona 
howling of wild beasts, leopawJs and hyienas, al! round, 
who are kept off by strong abattis of thorns, behind 
which the dogs yell them defiance. Water sometimes 
is very scarce, and the wells are neai'ly a bmidred feet 
deep ; it is extremely unwholesome." 

What wonder that Captain Peel, as soon as he could 
stand erect, should entreat the fmthful Churi, had he 
only half a leg to stand upon, to avail himself of that 
half to bop out of so miserable a hole ? On the 27th 
■of Novembei' — let it he a red day in your calendar, oli 
captain ! — the two friends shook baiids with the Gover- 
nor, turned their heels upon the hyienas, and made the 
best of their way back to Khartoum, As for the poor 
Arab messenger, who had been sent on to the Sultan 
of Darfoor, nobody, it appears, ever heard of him 
again. Captain Peel thinlia some " accident" must 
have happened to him, or it is just possible that the 
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Sultan may have torn up the note ;mcl tlie hearer 
together. 

The return journey is a pleasaiiter business for reader 
and writer. The mind of the former ceases to be op- 
pressed — the pen of the latter assumes a livelier and 
more entertaining tone. ' "We could hare afforded more 
time to spend on the road, and to listen to longer de- 
scriptions of men and beasts, of customs and sceneiy, 
than any the author has cared to furnish. It is not 
often that we have to complain of brevity in a travel- 
ler's journal. The diary of Captain Peel is much too 
short. He has capacity for aaiTative, and his paintings 
haTe all the simplicity, truth, and quiet power of nature. 
Let him instruct tiie public without risking his own 
neck in the attempt. Tlie world is very large, and ho 
need not go to Darfoor for excitement or a subject-. 
Moreover, the blacks are not so much in need of his 
eeiTices as the whites. All our fettei's are not yet bro- 
ken ; and who shail say, looking around, and noting 
tiie absence among men of tnie Christian charity, that 
our conversion is complete ? Verily the European field 
is not exhausted. We have, however, fears for our 
author. Who knows but the restless spirit is on the 
wing again ? It is certain he cannot be quiet and be 
happy. " It was," he says, " with a feeling of reluctance 
that he left tie diy air and recldeas life of the desert 
for the murky climate and wordy warfare of England ;" 
and when he reached Cairo and received intelligence of 
the eottp d'Hat in France, he hurried on direct to Eng- 
land "in the hope of employment on active service." 
Such a Paladin is the fiery son of the calm and imde- 
monstratire Sir Robevt. 
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BIOGKAPIIY.— MEMOIRS OF LOKD LANG- 
DALE* 

A BioGBAPHER, as described by Mr. Macaulay, is " a 
literary vassal, bound by the iiumemorial law of liia 
tenure, to rendei' homage, aids, relieft, and all otiiei' 
customary services to hia lord." But a biographer, 
according to modern practice, ia a literary plasterer and 
bricklayer, working with a liod on hia shoulder and a 
trowel in hia hand, moat industiionsly engaged in the 
diaposal of bricks and mortar. Nothing, it will be 
admitted, is e^ier than to pile up in a waggon a whole 
warehouse of papers and to shoot the contents bodUy 
into Mr. Bentley's prinljng-vooras ; but the labour ia 
surely tfcat of a cirter, not of ■% litterateur. It ia not 
very difflcnlt, we know to nmnge a deceased gentle- 
man's correspondence m the orler of time, but a 
counting-house cleik la not a biographer when he has 
performed the mere mei.h'imcal service. Since the im- 
mortal Bozay slept — having achieved biographical ferae 
that Plutarch might hive enncd — men's lives for the 
most part have been written in water, and that of tiie 
muddiest We have gone on from bad to worse. At 
this moment the biographical art is extinct in England ; 
it has gone out with pugilism and the drama. We 
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need not be ashamed of our Listoriaus, foi' Macaulay, 
Grote, Hallam, and Mahon are among us. Scott is 
dead, but we will not blush for the novelists while 
Dickens and Thacteray are here, and the author of 
Coninffsby is Chancellor of the Exchequer iuid leader 
of the House of Commons. Poetry is not lost, for Ten- 
nyson still Uvea. Science is upheld in the three king- 
doms by the most illustrious representatives ; but where 
are your biographers S Southey died the other day, 
and we knew not how many monthly volumes appeared 
to give account of his most interesting life, yet no one 
denies that the memoir of the virtuous laureate has still 
to he written. Wordsworth soon followed his friend, 
and a literary chronicle of his career was put forth 
which we are bound to pronounce discreditable to all 
parties concerned in the publication. The sui-vivors of 
great men are, in feet, not to be trusted with tlie records 
of the dead ; they attend to their own pereonal needs 
rather than to the public requirements, absurdly magni- 
fying points respecting whioh the world at Jarge is 
utterly careless, and jealously withholding information 
which, if a memoir is to be written at all, it is of the 
very fii'st consequence to supply. We do not pine for 
eveiy epistle — good or bad, dull or clever, frivolous or 
important — that a hero has written, neither do we call 
for every memorandum that may he found after death 
in his drawee ; but, when heroism is vindicated, we 
demand all Uie evidence essential to uphold the vindi- 
cation. The exact measurement of a departed worthy 
is not a matter on wliich we are over-solicitous ; but 
we do claim all the particulars — and genius knows how 
to give them, briefly as well as vigorously — without 
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which it is impoaaihie to tnow wherein consists the 
escellence or what constitutes the worth. Dryden telis 
us Hiat, " as the sunbeams, united in a bitrning glass to 
a point, have greater force than when they are darted 
from a plane superficies, so the virtues and actions of 
one man, drawn together into a single stoiy, strike 
upon our minds a stronger and more lively impression 
than tJve scattered relations of many men and many 
actions," There is no disputing the fact, hut the 
" single stories" with which we have been favoured of 
late years are themselves " scattered relations" alto- 
gether without point, without force, and without fire. 
A man's memory has been BiifEbcated by the very 
means taken to pei'petuate it. The world has asked 
for an embalmed heart, and it has secured a lumbering 
carcase. "We care not to name exceptions to tJie nile, 
for they are too few to be admitted against the argu- 
ment. It is lamentable to think that one of the most 
intei-esting branches of literature has been thus suffered 
to decay either from the insufiidency of men to do the 
wort or from the folly and perverseness of those who 
have refused to place the work in proper hands. It 
was with a feeling of positive relief that we heard upon 
the death of Tom Moore that the poet had left behind 
him, wiitten with his own hand, an account of his life 
sufficiently elaborate to save his editor all the anxious 
pains of composition. Great as our faiih may be in the 
fearlessness of Lord John Russell, whether in politics or 
literature, on land or at sea, wo should unquestionably 
have had to enrol him in the daily increasing list 
of dreary biographers. How is it possible that the 
gay, sparfeling, exuberant spirit of Moore could find 
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adequate interpretation from tlie peu of oiii' eonsti- 
tutiorial atafflainan ? No doubt we should have had 
from Lord Jolin an admirably lucid description of the 
long struggles that preceded the passing of tlie Relief 
Bill of 1829, apropos of Thomas Moore's religions 
opinions, just as we had from Br. Wordsworth a whole 
chapter upon the long pedigree of his unole, whose 
" respectability" was of much greater conseqaenca to 
the Canon of Westminster than his finest poetical 
labour ; but with Buch accidents the lovers of Tom 
Moore and his brilliant muse have no concern. We 
shall hear from the fullneas of his own soul all that the 
world are eager to learn in connexion with the daily 
doings of tlieir jooiind poet ; and great will be our dis- 
appointment if, by means of this precious legacy, 
biogi'aphy does not win back a portion of the respect 
of which our modern writers of memoirs have taken 
such desperate pains to rob her, 

Mr. Thomas Dufliis Hardy must go dowa ia the old 
category. We have no doubt that gentleman is a most 
efficient public servant ; but he has no better preten- 
sions to the biographical chair than we have to the 
Msaterahip of the Rolls. He t«o is a carrier not an 
artisL Attached to the Record-office, he has carefully 
labelled a!l the lettei*, reports, and other documents 
belonging to the late Lord LangdaJe upon which he 
could lay his hands, and given, an account of his trea- 
sures with all the scrupulous conscientiousness becoming 
his office. Light and shade, studied effect, the subordi- 
nation of parts to a whole, are matters for painters, nol 
for keepers of records, and, therefore, Mr , Hardy, with 
great digaity, eschews them. To Wordsworth's potter— 
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" A priinraae by a river's brim 
A yellow priinroee was to liiin, 
And it was nothing moro." 

To Mr. Hardy, a letter is a letter, let it be long or 
Bhort, heayy or sparkling, to the point, or foreign to 
tlie purpose. It is enough for Mm that Lord Lang- 
dale's correspondents have saved his epistles from tlie 
fire, that is the best argument with the Record-officer 
for preserving them for evei'. There are lettera printed 
in diese volumes respecting which we should be much 
puzzled, but for this ofBcial explanation. Writing to 
his father, in his twentaetli yeai', Lord Langdale, then 
Mr, Bickersteth, says, "I am soiiy to hear that the 
gout still keeps lingering about you. I hope, however, 
that it keeps moving ofi' by degrees, and that it will 
soon be quite gone. From your silence I conclude that 
my mother continues quite well. At what time do you 
think you. ahaJi set off for town ? Your last was writ- 
ten on Maiy Anne's. birthday. Tell my little girl I do 
not forgpt her : I wish her many, many happy years. 
Mrs. Lflwaon was very unwell at the time she set out 
from Edinburgh. 1 hope she was not worse from her 
journey, and that she is now recovered. I have not 
heard a word of Dr. Garret, except what you fold me 
in youi' last. I will be obliged to you to tell me how 
be goes on if you hear soon." It is just as easy to 
decide upon what grounds this interesting letter — and 
there. are 20 to match — is submitted to the reader's 
admiration as it is to discover the claims of the organ- 
boy who kills you with Lis discoi'd, and then asks 
remuneration for his crime. "When those interesting sen- 
tences were printed, what peculiar feature in Lord Lang- 
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dale's charEicter did his biographer wish to illustiate i 
As a specimen of style the record is worse than yalue- 
less. Fil al affection is certainly manifrsted hy the 
query touching tis father's gout, but that virtue might 
have been tdken foi granted, if no better evidence were 
at hand to inove ito existence. Friendship shines in 
the refer en(,es to Mrs. Lawson and Dr. Garret, hut if 
every good man's inquiry after his neighbour's health 
is to be handed down to posterity, twenty British Mu- 
seums will soon not hold a quarter of our printed 
books. 

Lord Langdale did not distinguish himself in the 
House of Lords. On the contrary, he sadly disap- 
pointed expectation, and, as a politician, was a cipher ; 
yet nearly every speech uttered by Lord Langdale in 
that illustrious assembly is reprinted by Mr. Hardy. 
Lord Langdale, when a youth, made a walking tour in 
Cumberland, and visited the lakes. He tept a com- 
monplace diary of a commonplaee walk, and Mr, Hardy, 
of course, publishes it verbatim. Lord Langdale was 
one of a commission appointed to inquire into the ma- 
nagement of the British Museum. Suggestions relative 
to a report were drawn up by his Lordship, and every 
syllable Is reproduced here to give bnlk to the book 
and to complete the reader's weai'iness. There never 
was so scrupulous a keeper of records and so dull a 
biographer. 

It has been said of Monteigne that when he strikes 
a little out of the common road his readers are sure 
to be the better for his wandering. " The best quairy 
lies not always in the open field, and it is worth while 
to follow a good huntsman over a few hedges and 
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ditches to be well wwarded with sport in the end," 
Mr. Hardy is eteJ'nally striking out of the commoa road, 
but his digressions are even more tedioiis than his main 
discoui'se. Mr. Biekersteth performed a slight service 
for Sic Francis Burdett ; the mention of the fact dooms 
us to a Pai'liaraentary history of the period, and to a 
memoir of the eccentric bsronet. Lord Langdale was 
a friend of Mr. Bell, the Chancery barrister, and an 
admirer of the labours of Jeremy Bentham, and the 
reader must stop to listen to a thesis upon the utili- 
tarian philosophy and to a legal biography illustrating 
the successful pursuit of fortune under difficulties of 
eveiy hind. When Mr. Hardy strikes out of the com- 
laon road he always leaves the scent behind him, tires 
us with his hedges and ditches, but gives us no sport. 

And yet had he been willing or able to write Lord 
Langdale's life plainly and simply, comprehending the 
subject in 150 pages instead of 900, how interesting a 
tale he might have told, and how greatly he would 
liave rendered society his debtor. It is, we think, the 
author of the Vaniti/ and Olory of Literature who 
warns us that it is only the quintessence of things writ- 
ten that will reach that posterity upon whose approval 
authors build, and for whose unwitnessed smiles they 
are content in life heroically to suffer, A solitary 
thought shall occupy men's minds when whole libraries 
will plead in vaJn for consideration. If authors are 
sagacious they will give posterity as little trouble as 
need be. Their jewels may be transmitted without the 
encumbi-anee of setting, and their needles will not be 
the less welcome without the accompaniment of a bottle 
of hay. A duodecimo, we know, does not fetch as 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



much money in the market as two volumes quarto, l>at 
it may possibly float down the river of time, while the 
bulkier voyagers are quietly sinking to the bottom. The 
life of Lord Langdale, as written by Mr. Hardy, is 
doomed to speedy oblivion. The life of the same man, 
narrated by a spirited pen like that which in a few 
pages told tlie tale of our gallant Helson, might have 
proved a fine and wholesome lesson for generations to 

For what, in fact, is that life truly narrated but an 
admirable history of patience, perseverance, self-denial, 
and unflinching industry, crowned finally with the most 
perfect success — such a history as all men read with 
delight, since none can read it without faith in human 
capability, without hope of personal triumph. The life 
of Lord Langdale is the life of a man who nevei' threw 
a legitimate opportunity away, and never condescended 
to avail himself of one that was unlawful. What he 
had to do at any period of his career was done with his 
whole heart and soul — was done well, conscientiously, 
and therefore to hia own satisfaction, as well as to tliat 
of the lookers on. If failure should result fl'om his 
labours, self-reproach could not afflict him, for he had 
tried his best. If he should find reward, the same exer- 
tions which had won the prize were sUU ready to be 
put forward in order to retain and prove deserving of 'X 
The memoim of men who " have tlirown their chances 
away" would constitute a painful but a memorable 
volume for the world's instruction. The story of a man 
who made the utmost of his resources is equally inte- 
resting and far more valuable. 

Henry Bickersteth was born at Kirfeby Lonsdale, in 
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Westmoreland, on the 18tli of June, 1783, and was the 
third son of Mr. Henry Bickereteth, a surgeon practising 
in tliat town. At tlie age of 14 the boy was removed 
from a local school, and sent to London that he might 
learn his father's business in the surgery of an uncle. 
In 1801 he proceeded to Edinburgh to complete his 
professional education, and there he worked with the 
steadiness and self-command which characterized his 
pursuits ever afterwar<ls. In 1802 he returned to 
Kirkby Lonsdale, and took an active part in his father's 
practice; but he soon grew discontented \tilh the ob- 
scurity of a country town, and he had already conceived 
a great liislike to the details of tlie medical profession. 
At this period he proposed to l>r. Hendei'son, a physi- 
cian of his own age, whose friendship he had acquired 
in Edinburgh, an interchange of letters upon scientific 
topics, and he himself commenced the correspondence 
by forwarding an essay upon The Vital Principle. 
Henry Bickerateth was but 19 years old when he de- 
voted himself to these exercises, with the laudable ob- 
ject of improving his mind, aiid although the letters 
contain many crudities and unsatisfactory hypotheses, 
which in later years would have been digested and 
rejected, it is impossible not to be struck with the vigoi^ 
ous understanding, tlie amount of actual thought, and 
the singular power of analysis which were brought to 
bear upon abstruse and metaphysical points by a boy 
not yet out of his teens. One or two specimens of these 
compositions would have been sufficient to establish the 
intellectual acumen of the young medical student. 
But, as we have hinted, Mr. Hardy is no culler of 
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sweets, and in his hands the youthful philosopher be- 
comes a bore. 

In 1802 Henry Bietersteth persuaded his father to 
send hini to Cambridge ; and it would appear that the 
permission invoked sacrifices at home. The lad had 
been offered a lion's share of the practice at Kirltby 
Lonsdale, bnt contemplation and study had made him 
ambitious ; and, since he must needs pursue medicine, 
he set his heart upon taking a medical degree at the 
university, with a view to practising in the metropolis. 
As was Lis wont, the undergraduate t<iok to his new 
work in eai'nest. Mathematics was the essential study 
of the place, and " he thougbt it right to make use of 
it." Close confinement to work at Cambridge, how- 
ever, led to serious illness in the course of a few months, 
and the ardent scholar was compelled to retire from the 
field. Upon his recovery, deeming it imprudent to 
return immediately to the conflict, he accepted an ap- 
pointment as traveCing physician to Lord Oxford ; and, 
in March, 1803, set out for Italj to join his patient, 
then residing at Florence. We aie intormed that in 
the course of a few weeks he misteie 1 the Italian Ian 
guage, and quickly grew into a passionate admirei of 
Italian literature. Lord Osford in consequence of the 
declaration of war, returaed to England m 1804 anl 
with him came the young pbjsician by this time tho- 
roughly disgusted with medicine and resolved to attach 
himself to the practice of it no longer Reluctant to go 
back to Cambridge, Bickersteth implored his fatlier to 
let him enter the army, but, reteiving no encourage 
meut in this direction, he re-enteied the university in 
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his 22d yeir dptermined ai ever to worl- stendily ou, 
although c 1 T-lyl h 1 tl tl whom lie 

must conte 11 i 1 i t I 1808 he 

took his deg tl t 1 I 1 1 b 1 1 I g ntly may 
l>e inferred t m tl f t th t 1 was wrangler 

of his year 

His thoi ght t d t. th h d in April, 

1808, he e te d h iseh t d t t th I ner Tem- 
ple. He had ght d 1 tl Ed 1 gh when 
his father hd ddhmf 1 oy** Kirkby 
Lonsdale ;hhd tit 1 tC b dge when 
he was inte t p th t d f th rsity ; his 
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future succe hltod wtltl dt present to 
his mind, of t t | se H k vs that it 
is incumbe t 11 t k b t tl e hope of 
ultimate rew i bbeshmtolh 'I rarely 
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business than he can possibly get through. . . . Every- 
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how this is to happen, I try to believe it as much as I 
can ind I shall not fail to do everything in my power." 
In 1811 B k t th as !1 1 1 tl e bar. He was 28 
yrst i ytjnlfhd yet to be made. 
Hm ttladh depended for his 
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chambers or court, and if being always in tlie way and 
always attentive to my business will gire sueeess, I 
shal! be suceessful." He offers at the same time apolo- 
gies for causing his father expense on his account, and 
sends home the unnecessaiy assurance that " in clothes 
and living" he has been, "as economical as he could, 
consistently with keeping up a decent appearance." A 
year or two elapse, and business does not flow in. But 
the student is more indefatigable than ever, struggles, 
endures privation, denies himself every recreation that 
can at all interfere with the severe rule he has laid down 
for his aelfgovemraent, and waits calmly for the issue. 
Temptations, siiblimety overcome, are not confined to 
the priestly cell. In every epistle homeward the stead- 
fast man " confesses that he hardly tnows how he shall 
he able to struggle on till he has had fair time and 
opportunity to establish himself;" but he still strives, 
and as fisedly and resolutely pursues his way, as 
though he saw the reward of all his pains awaiting him 
at the goal. In 1814, and when Henry Bitkersteth 
had reached his 31st year, the worker was still under 
the dark cloud, and success had yet to be achieved. In 
that year the barrister writes home that " it distresses 
him more than he can express to ask again for assist- 
ance," and that he is content, if his father so wills it, " to 
give the matter up without delay and return to Cam- 
bridge, where he is sure of support and some profit." 
He will do anything but fall back on the profession that 
he abhors. " After the discipline I have undergone,"h8 
says, "it will be a very slight mortification to me to 
give lip my professional expectations for the smallest 
certainty which will enable me to live, and in time re- 
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pay you the large money debt I have cotitrncted, K, 
therefore, you think that I cannot, or ought aot, to con- 
tinue my tiial hei'e for a few years longer, I will cheer- 
fully abandon it and return to Cambridge, where I cer- 
tainly shall be no expense to you," The answer from 
home was a remittance of £S0, and an intimation to go 
on, A few months afterwards business had slowly 
advanced ; so much so that the student was " almost 
content to be shut up among his books for ever." A 
year or two more, and the dond is burst — the atniggler 
is emancipated- — sunshine is before him — fortune is 
secured. Can the life of Henry Bickerstetb, if it tell 
no more than this, be written in vain 1 

Great caution and singular pi-udence seem to have 
entered lai'gely into the moral nature of Lord Langdale ; 
and it ia somewhat surprising to find him at the turning 
point of life, when, after years of laborious patience, the 
tardy harvest was growing ripe for gathering, deprived 
for a moment of weapons so very serviceable in all 
worldly wai'fare. In 18X8 Mr. Bickerstetb took an 
active part in Sir Francis Eurdett's election, identifying 
himself with the extreme opinions of the then Radical 
baronet. The effect of his support was a sensible loss 
of pi'ofessional business, and Mr. Bickerafeth took care 
never to commit the fault ^^ain. The liberal agents 
and others who made Mr. Bickersteth's acquaintance in 
Sir Francis Burdett's committee-room could not under- 
stand the timidity with which that gentleman ever 
afterwards shrunk from contact with political agitation. 
Mr. Eickersteth was offered a seat in Parliament in 
1819, which he refused on account of his inadequate 
means. In 1834 the liberal party, remembering his 
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antecedents, undertook to leturn tim for Marylebone ; 
and then he declined in a long letter, which ended 
without furnishing any reason at all for the refusal. 
Wbea Lord Melbourne appointed him Master of tlie 
Kolb, and conferred upon him a peerage, the dainty 
Lord would accept the honour, great as it was, only 
upon the condition that the Liberal Minister should 
require no political allegiance from the judge. Loid 
Melhoiu'ne's sei'ious respect for such fastidiousness may 
readily be conceived ; not ao easiiy the indignation and 
disgust of Lord Melbourne's thick and thin adherents, 
who could hardly discern the particular advantage of 
making a man a judge either for his own comfort or 
for the benefit of the community at lai'ge. 

In one branch of reform Mr. Biekersteth proved him- 
self no lukewarm labourer or timid advocate. To Lis 
exertions in favour of tke reform of the Court of Ckau- 
cery is the country indebted for much of the progress 
that has been made since his time in this direction, as 
it is certain that Mr. Bickerateth himself owed his repu- 
tation and elevation to the bench to the same unflinch- 
ing and most serviceable zeal. In 1824 he was exa- 
mined by the commission appointed to inquire into the 
whole subject of Chancery ; and tie report published 
by the commission, based for the most part upon his 
lucid evidence, rendered it incumbent upon the Govern- 
ment of the lime to suggest a remedy for glaring abuses 
not yet wholly removed. In 1827 Lord Chancellor 
Lyndhurst recommended Mr. Bickerateth to the King 
for a silk gown, and the favour was received with a 
better grace than attended subsequent offers of promo- 
tion proceeding from Lord Chancellor Brougham. 
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Lil>eral as he was, Mr. Eickerstoth had little or no 
sympathy with the Whig Lord Chanudlor, while on 
more than one occasion, according to his biographer, 
he was ostentatious in doing honour to his Tory rival. 
IiOrd Brougham offered Mr. Bickereteth a barony of 
the Exchequer in 1834, but the dignity was haughtily 
dechned. The same Chancellor, a few months later, 
placed the Sol ici tor-Gen ei'alship within his I'each, hut 
the rejection was still more decided. Lord Melbourne 
condescended to entreat Mr. Bickerstetli's acceptance of 
the last-named honour, but the man was immovable. 
His own account of his last interview with Lord Mel- 
bourne on the subject is sufBciently explicit : — " The 
first thing I said to him was, that I hid <,ome only to 
show my respect for him, and wished it tibeunderst :>d 
at once that I had declined the office ot Solicitor Gene 
ral, but without any feeling of disrespect to htm, or any 
dislike to the genera! policy of his Administration that, 
on the contrary, I thought /le ought to 1 e suppDrted 
and that if I knew a way in which I could properly 
render him service, I shoidd be glad. Hp expressed his 
regret at my determination, and rathei in mannti thin 
in words, showed a wish to know my reisona I s-iid 
that I really hardly tliought myself quilified for the 
ofSce, and that I had a dislike to it and probibly 
could not have been induced to accept it unler any 
circumstances, but that certainly the offer had not been 
made to me by iJie proper person." We hive iJready 
stated that the offer came from Lord Biouf,ham 
■ In 1835, being 52 years old, Mr. Bicker'teth mirned 
Lady Jane Harley, the daughter of that Lord Oxfoid 
with whom he had travelled as phvsuin 32 ^eira 
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before ; and three months afterwards, Lord Melbourne, 
who was bent upon Chancery reform, and whose 
unafl'eeted, simple, but admirably expressed and busi- 
ness-like lettera, be it said, by the way, form not the 
least interesting portion of these volumes, expressed to 
Mr. Bickerateth his great desire to name him to the 
King as the successor of Sir 0. Pepys at the Rolls. 
The offer this time, " made by fhe proper pei'son," was 
accepted under the stipulations already spoken of. Un- 
like his successor, the present Master of the Rolls, for 
whom political excitement has charms beyond the 
calmer enjoyments of the beueh, Mr. BJckersteth was 
of opinion that the Master of the Rolls should not 
be a member of the House of Commons, and be con- 
sented to take a seat in the Lords «pon the express 
understanding that the judicial office should in no way 
be sullied by political partisanship, even in that less 
feverish and heated arena. "There is nothing more 
hateful or more mischievous," he said to Lord Mel- 
bourne, " than a political judge, influenced by party 
feeling," and Lord Melbourne, agreeing in the pi'opriety 
of the sentiment, consented that Mr, Bickersteth, raised 
to the peerage by the title of Lord Langdale, should 
take his seat in the House of Lords, to aid the cause of 
law reform, dear to the heart of both, wholly free from 
any political and party tie. 

Lord Cotteuhara resigned the Chancellorship in 
1850, and Lord John Russell, with the Queen's sanc- 
tion, made Lord Langdale the offer of the vacant office. 
Lord Langdale has left behind him six written reasons 
for his refusal of that last and choicest prize of the 
ambitious lawyer. Two certainly influenced him in his 
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decision. He had " no reason to think that the exten- 
sive reform ■which he thought necessaiy would meet 
with any support ;" and, secondly, his health was visibly 
declining. Lord Tniro will probably leave behind him 
as many valid reasons for elutfihing at the good fortune 
which the more abstemious Master of the Rolls suffered 
to pass by him. Be this as it may, Lord Langdale con- 
tinued at his old post until he resigned on account of ill 
health, and retired upon a pension in March, 1851. 
The indefatigable and painstaking man had not with- 
drawn too soon. On the 18th of the following month 
he died, — not a veiy old man, but literally worn out 
by the incessant toil of years. 

Lord Langdale was not a genius. He was not a 
great lawyer; but his was an accomplished mind, and 
both at the bar and on the bench he had remarkable 
skill in lucidly stating complicated facts. His general 
character partook of the nature of his intellect There 
was nothing brilliant or startling Ie his career, but 
much that was noble, manly, and worthy of all imita- 
tion. What he once said in the House of Lords with 
reference to his office, viz., " that long habit had 
attached even his affections to the discharge of his 
duties in the place in which he now was," might be 
said with ti-uth of his whole life. " The dischai^ of 
his duties" was at all times a labour of love to him. It 
was the result of his self-government and the cause of 
his success. It is stated that Shakspeare and the 
Italian poets were the constant companions of his hours 
of relaxation, but im^inalion and sensibility did c«r- 
tainly not enter largely into his composition. His 
mind was essentially calm, cold, analytical, and judicial. 
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In boytood he wrote to his dearest friends often with 
the formality of a stranger, and discussed topics with 
a feJ low-student in the tone and spirit of a pedant. 
Mr. Har<ly dwells frequently upon " the true dignity" 
of his departed master. No doiibt dignity was there; 
but it did not always fit its owner gracefully, like a 
garment that yields to tlie natural raovements of the 
wearer. Occasionally tlie foMs were stiff, unbending, 
and looked angular to the observer's eye. The same 
remark applies to a Spartan virtue, which the biogra- 
pher very properly entols, but which may, nevertheless, 
be, and certainly was, in Lord Langdale's case carried 
to a vicious extent. Excessive nepotism is a fault, but 
we have yet to learn that a studied neglect of the 
claims of kindred and dependents is to be held up as a 
virtue. A gentleman, Mr, Hardy tells us, was once 
pressed upon Lord Langdale for an appointment by 
two of the Vice-Chancelloi's ; his qualifications were 
admitted, " but his chance was small," proudly adds 
the writer, "foi' he was a connexion of Lord Langdale 
by marriage." It is a fact, that Lord Langdale only 
assented to this appointment at last because no fitter 
person could be thought of. A more unpardonable 
instance was that of his Lordship's secretary, for whom, 
upon his own retirement. Lord Langdale. reiused to ask 
for a place, although a single word from his lips would 
have secured it, and notwithstanding it was well known 
to Iiord Langdale that the secretary had some time 
before g^ven up everything, in order that he might 
devote himself entirely to the interests of his over 
sensitive master. In troth, if we dare hazard the ex- 
pression, Lord Langdale was too sci'upulously good, and 
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a dash of human iniiniiity would have given interest 
to his proceedings — would have constituted, in fact, 
" the river and cascade on the cultivated plain ;" which, 
in one part of the present work, Mr. Hardy himself 
confesses were wanting to ^ve force to a character too 
level to be tlioroughly heroic. 

But heroism is of various kinds, and we must hesi- 
tate hefore we assert that it was not present in the man 
who fought so bravely, and suffered so meekly before 
he won his way to eminenee,~who when eminent was 
I'emarkabJe for his fine sense of honour, his love of 
truth, his assertion of right and justice, and who 
laboured with every faculty he could command — and 
that not unsuccessfully— to reform the Court of 
Chancery, and to preserve to the nation its valuable and 
long-neglected records. 
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ALl'liED TENNYSON'.— THE POETRY OF 
SORKOW.* 

" Befobe I had published, I said to myself, ' You and 
I, Mr, Cowpcr, will not concern ourselves rauch with 
what the ciities say of our book,' " This was a bi'ave, 
but a hasty resolve, which Mr. Cowper very soon aban- 
doned, and stood before the judge of the chief review 
in a most uncomfortable state of shiver. He was im- 
proved by the suffering. An ingenious person of the 
last century, the Rhymer of the Leasowes, compared 
criticism to a turnpike on the road fo fame, where 
authors, after being detained for a few minutes, and 
relieved of some trifles of baggage, are permitted to 
proceed on their journey. Of late this critical turnpike 
has Been very careJe^Iy attended. Authors, finding it 
left on the jar, or wide open, have daringly carried 
through it any amount of luggage, contraband or plun- 
dered, without question or interruption. The publio 
are not the only losers by this neglect. Few people, 
intellectually or morally, are benefited by having theii 
own way. A true critic is a physician of the mind, 
and his treatment strengthens the constitution of an 
author. 

Perhaps of modej'n poets Mr. Tennyson has met with 
fewest obstacles on the high-road to reputation. The 
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famous hoi-seman of Edmoatou did not find his gate 
thrown back with a mors generous abandonmeut of 
the tax. It is well that the critical result has not been 
equally unfortunate with the eijuestnaQ. Mr, Tennyson, 
retaining all his packages, grotesque and beautiful, 
has grown into the most resolute mannerist in England, 
except Mr, Carlyle. His faults of taste and language 
are stereotyped, and he bow writes his afiectations in 
capitals. 

Our present remarts upon his errors and his merits 
will be confined to tte latest production of his pen. 
The book of verses bearing tlie title of In. Memoriam 
is a tribute to the genius and virtues of a most accom- 
piished son of Mr. Hallam, the historian. Let the 
acknowledgment be made at once that the writer dedi- 
cated his thoughts to a most difficult task. He has 
written 200 pages upon one person — in other words he 
has painted 120 miniatures of the same individual, 
with much happiness of expression, gi'eat bloom and 
fi'eshness of landscape iliusti'ation, and many touching 
scenes of busy and indoor life. English literature pos- 
sesses no work which, in compass and unity, can be 
justly compared with In Memoriam. 

This interesting field of fancy had not, indeed, been 
left imtilled. Two of the most eminent and dear of 
our poefa — Spenser and Milton — have bound up their 
names with the poetry of sorrow. Spenser's elegies 
are carefully elaborated, but look more like the exer- 
cises than the fruitfulness of his pen. Certainly his 
theme was not always suggestive. The life of Lord 
Howard's daughter furnished few opportunities of poeti- 
cal decoration ; but the glory and exploits of Sidney 
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might be suppoieil to bo implc enough tD tax tho 
utmost power ot the nuttor Neitliei i f liii offeiicga 
is worthy of the mmstrel of Faeii/ Land "Uith the 
exception of some delicious ihjmes, suuh ts 

To hei 



which are bathed in the colours and dew of hia sunniest 
hours, the lamentation for the hero as for the iady is 
only a spaikling network of conceits, woven after the 
pattern of Ovid or Marino. For example, he thna 
accounts for the death of Sidney : — Mars, being dazzled 
by the flash of his armour, instantly makes an iron 
tube and loads it with thunder. The volley is fata! ; 
the knight falls, and a phrenix, which had built its nest 
in an English cedar, carries up the news to Jupiter, and 
makes his ascent in a brilliant explosion of fireworks. 
But in one charm of verse Spenser seldom disappoints 
hia reader. He is the most musical of poets ; and, 
even in these colder strains of his ingenious learning, 
tlie melody flows with a clear, limpid, running murmur, 
that refreshes and soothes the ear, like a waterbrook iti 
a green wood. He was the most accomplished master 
of what Pope called tiie " style of sound." What a 
tune there is in these lines : — 

"A gentle shepherd bora in Acoadj, 
Of gentlest raoe that ever shepherd bore, 
About the grossy banka of Hremony, 
Did keep his Ghe«p, hia little etoek, and store ; 
Full oarefally he kept thera day and night, 
In fairest fields ; and Astropiiel he higbt." 
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"Did never loye bo sweetly brcHtho 
In onj moi'tal bpeost before ! 
Did never muse inspire beneath 
A poet's brain witll finer store !" 

Hia tears at least were melodious ; and it was ever 
a true harp that tung on the willow tree. 

Milton, in every way, surpassed the Serious Teacher 
■whom he loved. He wept his friends witli a more 
winning sorrow. His Latin elegy on Deodati contains 
two or three exquisite touches of natural description 
and tenderness. But the full tide of his imaginative 
regret flowed into the memorial of another friend, Mr. 
King. Lycidas is one of the noblest efforts of an 
author who heard few strains of a higher mood. As a 
whole, the composition is beyond praise, whether we 
regard the beauty of the allegory, the solemn lights of 
the fency, or the organ-like symphony of the verse, 
which, however, has in it nothing monotonous. Ex- 
quisitely does the writer say— 

" He toucbod the tender stops of various quills." 

For at one moment the grandeur and torrent of his in- 
spiration overbear us, and then a sweet, gleeful note 
calls us to the shade of trees, or the field-side, when 
the plough moves or the husbandman reposes. The 
Doric lay variegates the chant, and we step out of a 
cathedral into a flower garden. 

Only one discord in Miltona poetry of grief grates 
upon the ear and offends it. His anti-church invective 
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reads like an interpolation by Mr. W. J. Fox, or a, sti'ay 
note for Mr. Binney's sermon. It is worth a remark 
that the chief spot in the elegy on Deodati has likewise 
a religious connexion. Having placed his fiiend among 
the blessed spirits, with a crown about his head and a 
palm in his hand, be desecrates the si^ne by a headlong 
Bacchanal and the tossing of the thyrsus At a con- 
siderable distance from Lycidas, m the Pottry of Sor- 
row, we might mention Dryden'a tnbute to Oldham as 
being among the most manly and dignified utterances 
that ever flowed from his full mouth 

It will be seen tliat Spenser and Mtlkm ^ree in 
giving a pastoral tone to their mommns Then frame- 
work is bucolic. With what skill and pathos the simi- 
litude is managed in Lycidas e\pry reader of it knows. 
But the interest of the style must always ri^e out of 
the handling. We admire the poem not so much be- 
cause, as in despite of, its plan. The pencil of Claude 
turns a crook int« a sceptre, and makes it kingly. We 
caniiot but think that Johnson's objection was essen- 
tially sound, if only he had confined it to the parabolical 
form of the poem, without shutting his eyes to the 
grace of the execution. We regard it as a most happy 
judgment of Mr. Tennyson, tliat he resolved to forget 
Lyddas, and to place the chann of his own longer 
elegy in its biographical passages and domestic interiors. 
We hear nothing of Damon, and are thankful for the 
silence. The age, whether for better or worse, has left 
the pastoral behind it. Corydon is for ever out of the 
question with people who have anything to do ; the 
dose of the 18th century witnessed his burial. That 
rather insipid sbejiherd-swain, whom Pope patronized, 



Hos-t!.:l,vCoOgIf 



will never lead his flock along the banks of the Thames 
BJnce the South-Western crossed it at THickenhain. 
Not even Theocritus could have outlived a viaduct. 

In turning to consider these verses, we will mention 
on the tlireshold two leading defects likely, in our 
opinion, to largely lessen the satisfaction of a reflective 
and tasteful reader. One is the enormous exaggeration 
of the grief, "We seem to hear of a person unlike our- 
selves in failings and virtues. The real fades into the 
legendary. Instead of a memorial we have a myth. 
Hence the subject siiffers loss even from its magnitude. 
The hei'o is beyond onr sympathy. We think of the 
difference between Ariosto's charmed knight and Sir Joh n 
Moore at Corunna. It is not Mr. Arthur Hallam, but 
the Admirable Crichton of the romancer, who appeals to 
our hearts. A rather apt illustration occurs to us. A 
friend of ours was once spirited up to try for the medal 
which Cambridge oflered in honour of the deceased 
Chancellor. Having completed his task, he showed it 
to an accomplished critic, who said, — " The lines are 
good, but I should have imagined that instead of a 
dute dying, the whole world had gone off in convul- 
sions, your lamentation is so tremendous," The waii- 
inga of In MemoTtam might have drawn forUi a similar 
exclamation. The disproportion of phrase Is sometimes 
ludicrous, and occasionally it borders on blasphemy. 
Can the writer satisfy his own conscience with respect 
to these verses !— 

"Bui, brooding on tlie dear ona dead, 

An<I all he said of thiogs divine 

{An-d dear at sacramental wine 
Ta dying lips, is all he taid.y 
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For our part, we sliould considei' no confession of 
regret too strong for the hardihood that indited them. 

Soften it as you wili, the feeling of untruthfulness 
cannot be removed. Nature and identity are wanting. 
The lost friend stalks along a giant of 11 feet, or moves 
a spiritual being, with an Eden-halo, through life. The 
difficulty set before a poet is to reconcile the imaginary 
with the actual ; the epic with the prose of common 
men. Affection is not to transfigure the face hy illu- 
minating it ; nor is the difficulty insuperable. Johnson 
met and overcame it in his verses on Mr. Levett, a me- 
dical practitioner among the poor. " Levett, Sir," he 
said, " was not rough, he was brutal." In every at^ 
tempt to panegyrise his friend this stunihling-block of 
temper stood sheer in the way. How does he deal 
with it ? He just rolls it into twilight He retains the 
defect, but refines it. The reaj vulgarity is shaded into 
an elegiac fitness. Mark the delicacy with which the 
moralist underlines the poet : — 

" Yot still ho fills affection's eye, 

Obscurely wise, ami coaridy kind; 
Nor, iBttored arrogance, deny 
Thy prMBO to merit wi/rejined." 

The true expression of the character is preserved ; not 
a feature, not a line is lost. The sick beggar in Green 
Arbour-court would have recognized the doctor, — and 
yet the repulsive manner seems to have rubbed off its 
squalor. This is the mastery of art, ennobling the disa- 
greeable. We might think, if chronology would allow 
us, how imperative Cromwel! might have been to Titian 
about his roughnesses and hia scars, and how even the 
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seam and the pimple would have growB heroic under 
the hand of the Venetian. 

A. second defect, which has painfully come out as 
often as we take up the volume, la the tone of — may 
■we say so! — amatory tenderness. Surely this is a 
strange manner of address to a man, even though he be 

"So, dearest, now thy browa are oold, 
I see tliee what tiion art, and know 
Tby likeness to the wise below. 
Thy kindred with tha great of old. 

" But there is more than I can see. 
And what I eee I leave nnsavd, 
Nor speal it knowing death has male 
His dail nes9 beautiful w th tl ee 

Very swt t an I piamtue these veises aie; but who 
would not ^ne them a teminme apphuition? Shak- 
speare maj be con ideicd the founder of tliis style in 
English. In ilissii'il aid Oiientil poetry it ia 
unpleasantly familiar His m>Bti.nous sonnets present 
the startling peculianty of transfernnff e^ ery epithet of 
womanly endeaiment to a masculine fiieni] — his mas- 
ter-mistress as he calls him by i oompDund epithet, 
harsh as it is diaagreeible We should ne\er expect to 
hear a young liwyer talhng a aiembei ot the same inn 
"his rose except m the Middle Tenijle of Ispahan, 
with Hafiz for a laureite Eqmlly (T-jLutionable are 
the following lines m the 43d sonnet — 
" If I could write the beauty of your eye^ 

And in fresh numbers namber all youi' graces, 
The ago to come would say this poet lies ; 

Such heavenly touchaa ne'er touched earthly faces," 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



Is it Petrarch whispering to Laura ? We really 
think that floating' remembrances of Sliakspeare's son- 
nets have beguiied. Mr. Tennyson. Many of these 
poems seem to be contrived, hke Goldsmith's chest of 
drawers, "a double debt to pay," and might be 
addressed with perfect propriety, and every assurance 
of ft favourable reception, to one of those young ladies 
with melting blue eyes and a passion for novels whom 
we found Mr. Bennet so ungallantly denouncing in a 
recent letter to his children. 

We object to a Cantab being styled a " rose" under 
any conditions ; but do not suppose that we would shnt 
up nature, as a storehouse of imagery and consolation, 
from him who laments a lost companion of his school, 
or college, or maturer days, with whom he took sweet 
counsel and walked as a friend. Let Cowley weep for 
Harvey. Most exquisitely does tlie poet of all joy and 



■e you to my thonglits as food to life, 

aned sliowers ai'e t« tlic gi'ound." 



The harvest of memory will come up abundantly, i"s 
the seed falls up and down life ; the shadow of the 
familiar form glides over the landscape; the old field- 
path recalls him ; and the warm homestead, the mea- 
dow stile, the windy sbeepwalk, the gray church tower, 
the wrangling daw in the quarry, — each is dear and 
each has a voice, as having been seen with him and by 
liim. But this source of interest requires to be opened 
with a sparing liand. It easily and quickly is cor- 
rupted into sentiment. We can a])preciate the medi- 
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tative rapture of Burns, who saw his " Jean" in the 
flower under tlie hedge; but the taaf« is displeased 
when every expression of fondness is sighed out, and 
the only figure within our view is Amaryllis of the 
Chancery Bar. 

Another fault is not peculiar to In Memoriam ; 
it runs through all Mr. Tennyson's poetry, — we allude 
to his obscurity. We are prepared to admit that 
ceitain kinds of writing are especially exposed to this 
accusation, and from causes beyond the oversight of the 
author. The emotions of the heart and of the fancy 
have tlieir own dialect. Thisis always hard to be under- 
stood, — is frequently altogether unintelligible by ruder 
minds. The muses' court cherishes particular idioms. 
Johnson's regard for Collins — and he seems to have 
been deeply attached to him — supplied no key to the 
gorgeous verse. The Faery Queen was honestly 
despised by Burleigh ; Milton appeared every inch an 
usher, \vith no wand but a birch, to Uie Caroline wits ; 
Thomson's pictures were positive daubs to the Gothic 
gentleman in a primrose suit at Strawberry-hill. There 
was no pretence in the dullness ; eye and ear for colour 
and music were closed. It was the infirmity of their 
constitution. " We have heard an excellent discourse 
this morning. Dr. Johnson," said a pompous stranger to 
our stout friend, coming out of Lichfield Cathedral. 
" That may be, Sir," was the chilling reply, " but it is 
impossible that you should know it." The sarcasm will 
often be true in poetical history. Walpole reading 
Milton is the Lichfield story over again. Tliere is a 
grace, a delicacy, a fragi'ance, and a light of sentiment 
and im;^ which are altogether dark to the crowd 
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4B THE POETEY OF SORROW, 

We will offer two examples. Cowper, in one of his 
lettei^, exclaims in a burst of rural tenderness — " My 
eyes drink tke rivers as tkey jlow .'" and Blanco White 
furnishes a more charming illustration in a remark 
upon a woman carrying primroses by his window, — 
" They were primroses — new primroses— so blooming, 
so fresh, and so tender, tiiat it might he said that their 
perfanie was received by tke eye!" The thought of 
both writers is nearly the same — exquisite and full of 
the deepest love ; but bow would it appear to a reader 
in whom the poetical element was wanting? Like 
cuneiform writing or a roll from Pompeii, 

Again, a magnificent thought is likely to be obscure 
to the first glance ; a mist hangs round it and shows its 
elevation. As in passages of emotional tenderness and 
taste, tliere is a reflectire light to be thrown from the 
readei't, e\ptrience of corresponding sensations, so in 
images of sublimity a large perspective requires filling 
up. Peihaps the poetry of the world contains no 
grander desuiiption than Milton's of the advancing 
God— 

"Far off His coming shone." 

But the picture loses its splendour unless we people the 
vast field of time that lies between with legions of 
heavenly wariiors, and light the cloudy edge of distant 
centuries with the blaze of Cherubim and the chariots 
of the Eternal. In such cases the obscurity mella 
before the observer. We wi!! call Mr. Tennyon 
himself in support of our argument : — ■ 

Our (leareEt faith ; our ghastliest doubt; 
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"I found Him not in world or eun, 
Or eagle's wing, or inseat'a eje ; 
Kor tliro' the questions men may try 
Tha petty cobwebs we have spun : 

" If e'er, when faith had fall'n asleep 
I liearda voice — 'BelEeve no more," 
And htard an eeer breaking shore 
That itmbled in the Godltas deep ; 

" A wnrmth within l3ie breast would melt 

The freeaog reason's colder part, 

And like a man in wrath, the haart 

Stood up iind answer'd, ' I have felt.' 

"No, like a child in doubt and fear: 

Bat that blind elamour made me wise ; 
Then was I as a child thnt ones, 
But, crying knows hia father neat ; 

" And what I seem beheld again 

What is, and do man understands ; 
And out of darhnesa came (Ac hatuh 
That reach thro' nalure maiUdinff mat," — oudL 

To that most literal gentleman whom Elia pleasantly 
indiculed, these vei'ses would be simply so many inscrip- 
tions ill an unknown tongue ; but to the poetical eye 
tbeir obscurity is tlie result of the illimitable expanse of 
mystery over which the poet sweeps. The veiy dim- 
ness helps to impress his mind with immensity. 

The following invocation to the departed friend would 
claim the bsiieflt of the exception : — 
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"Come; not in wfttohea of tJie niglit, 

But when the sunbeam bi-oodeth warin, 
Come, beauteous m tMne after fiynii. 
And like a finer Ughlon light." 

might even include in thia class the contrast 
in the 24th elegy between the happiness and sorrow of 
former and present days, where tie poet inquires 
whether it is that tiic haze of grief magnifies joy — 

"Or that the poat ■will always win 
A. glory from Its being far ; 
And orb into the perfeat star, 
We saw not when we moved tlierein 1" 

For there ia something striking and suggestive in com- 
paring the goneby time to some luminous body rising 
like a red harvest moon behind ns, lighting our path 

Now for all such cases of obscurity a very UberiiL 
allowance is to be made. The highest beanty does not 
always lie upon the surface of words. In whatever 
degree the difficulty of Mr. Tennyson's vei'se is to be 
explained, by its depth the writer shodd be acquitted. 
But in a large number of passages the plea cannot be 
received. He ia difficuJt, not from excess, but want of 
meaning. Take a specimen :— 

" Oh, if indeed that eye foresee, 
Oc sea (in Him is no before) 
In more of life true love no more, 
And love the indifEorenoe to be ; 
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Thai Shadow watting with ilie keys, 
lb doak me from my proper acorn." — jmrL 

We ask seriously if Uiat celebrated collector and 
Clitic Mr. M. Soriblerua would not have bought up this 
stanza at any price! Unquestionably it is worth it« 
weight in lead for a ti'eatise on Bathos. Lately we 
have heard much of keys both from the Flaminian Oat« 
and Piccadilly, but we ba«k this verse against Hobbs, 
We dare him to pick it. Mr. Moxon may hang it up 
in his window, with a 200^. prize attached, more safely 
than a Bratnab. That a Shallow should hold keys at 
all, is a noticeable ciicumstance ; but that it should 
wait with a cloak ready to be thrown over a gentlemaii 
in difficulties, is absolutely amazing. There is an 
allusion, at p. 69, which soars to the same height above 
our comprehension : — 

" That eiu:h who seeine a, eeparate whole, 
Should move his rounda, wnd fusing all 
The skirts of self aqjin should fall 
' Re f- gi qi I the general bo I' 

Of the two m3«tenei the Shiiow with the lA ik i 
probably the eaaiei We request the readei, who may 
be of an analytical tuin to tiy the ^tove stanza foi 
himself. Let him resohe it mto jrose 'Vie ba\e 
applied every knDwn test with>«t delecting the small 
est trace of sense »nd aie confident that the blind 
clerk" at the Ueneral Post oflice would abandon the 
effort when he came to fuatnff the skirts of self. 

There is a fainter kind of obscurity which ought, so 
far as possible, to be cleared away. In this sort, also, 
Mr. Tennyson mates considerable demands upon our 
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patience. Even a refined and educated reader is often 
puzzled to identify his exact allusion. This uncertainty 
is always injurious to poetical scenery. When Mason 
was writing Caractaeus he was cautioned by his most 
aceomplished fiiend to make every allusion so plain 
that it might immediately be understood ; because, he 
said, we are not allowed to hint at things in general or 
particular history as in the Greek fables, which every- 
body is supposed to know. This stanza of Mr. Tenny- 
son will show our meaning : — 

" And seem to lift tlie foi-m, and glow 
In azure orbits heavenly wise ; 
And over those eUiereal ejes 
The bar of HicJiael Angdo." 

We shall not say if we comprehend the closiog; line. 
We can ke«p a secret. But we put it to tlie last young 
lady for whom Hayday bound the Princess in pink 
morocco, to answer whether the Bar of Michael Angelo 
raises- a distinct image to her mind, so distinct that, in 
her next lesson from Gavazzi, she will be able to put 
tlie passage into good Tuscan for the Father ? 

We may here observe that Mr. Tennyson frequently 
allows Lis amphtude of coloured and stately phrases to 
seduce him into Jine after line of grand sounding dac- 
tyls and spondees, out of which it is esUemely hard to 
draw any message of wisdom or utterance of common 
sense. We string together three passages tliat might 
be mistaken for lumps of Statins or Nat Lee in their 
most turgid or twilight mood, Just listen how they 
tumble along with a heavy, splashing, and bewildering 
roll: — 
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" On thee the lojal-haarted liiing. 

The proud was half dis-avmed of pride, 
JViic eared l/ie serpent at thy side 
TofiUker vtick Ma treble tongue." — oviiL 

" For every grain of sand that runs, 

And every span of ahade that steala. 

And every his^ of toothed wlieele, 

And all the courses of the euaa."— cxx. 

"Lai^e ciementa in order brought, 

And traotB of Oolm from tempest made, 
AndviorUlr4ii'iUjliietitatio'a ateay'd 
/« vassal tides ilml/olloufd tliouffhi." — ex. 

Wliat is tiie meaning of the serpent ivitli tlie tongue 
that flickers ? and how can a fluctuation be siviiyed 
into " a vassal tide V 

A frequent source of mist and doubtfulness in 
language is a babit, either wilful or indifferent, of gram- 
matical inaccuracy. Mr. Tennyaou is quite autocratic 
in liis government of words. Substantives are flung 
upon the world without the slightest provision for their 
maintenance ; active and passive verbs exchange duties 
witli astonishing ease and boldness, and parlicles are 
disbanded by a summary process unknown to Lindley 
Murray or Dr. Latham. Loot at these instances out 

"I brim with sorrow drowning song." — xix. 

" Eiwih voice four changes on the wind." — xxvili. 

"Thine own bIibII wither ia the vaEf."— Ixsiv. 
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Here it is evident that " lights" and " learns" are 
used witli extreme incorrwttiesa. Tlie constniction 
requires us to suppose that the lovei' ai'iivea in a dark 
evening with a lantern, and gropes about the brick wall 
until lie finds the bell. Just look at the circuniatanee 
tts Jones might relate it to a young lady in the suburbs 
— " I got into the Kennington omnibus yesterday, and 
in the hope of finding yon at home I light and ring the 
bell, and learn you gone." Would such an epistle be 
understandable ? If the object of bis devotion be a 
gill of spirit she will instantly cut off six heads, and 
send Jones a copy of Mr. Edwards' Progressive English 
Sxercisen by the next post. WiO the Germanic and 
cloud-compelling school permit us to recommend to 
their patient meditation a short saying of Hobbea, 
which need not be confined to Mr. Tennyson's ear ? — 
" The. order of words, when placed as they ought to be, 
carries a light before it, whereby a man may foresee 
the length of his period ; as a torch in the night 
showeth a man the stops and unevenness of (he way." 

We turn with very sincere pleasure to notice some 
of the finer and purer qualities of this boot and its 
author. We wish Mr. Tennyson to number us with 
his friends. First among his gifts we should pla«e his 
mastery of diction. Words many, and of the finest 
dy^, from Greece and Italy, are heaped in his treasury. 
Whatever be the wants of his muse, her wardrobe 
13 rich in every article of dress, laid up in myrrh and 
ivory. A single expression often shoots a sunbeam into 
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fliLIOITIKS, 65 

a line and kindles a page. This ■jualit^ eitabli hes his 
claim to the title of a true poet It stamps mery 
honoured name of song, and distinguish o? it from the 
usurper's. It is like the histj touch of Rembrandt 
tiiat struck his mind's life mfo cinvas The shadowy 
gust" with which Thomson swept his com fieli was is 
much beyond the ablest versifier is the building of 
Pandemonium. We judge i gpuius by a word as we 
might try a new mintage by the shape ind the nng of 
its smallest coin. With these h ippinesses of expressi )n 
the present Elegies are plentifully sprinkled. We 
gather several, beginning with an evening cloud- 

" That I'iaes upward always higher, 

And onwnr'J drags a lahonring breast, 

Aud topples round iJie ifrcaiy west, 

A ItKiming baaiioafritu/edwithjcre." — iv. 

"And on Hie low dark verge of life, 
Theimiiffhi of etamal day." — slix, 

" I falter where I firmly trod. 

And falliog with my weight of caraa 
Upon the great world't Altar alairf 
That slope through dar&tiest wp to 6od." — Hv. 

"The cheanut poiierinjf to the growtd." — xL 

" With blastB that blow the poplar white," — Ijat, 

" Thfl gnet that round the gai-don flew, 
And tumbled half the mellomng pears." — IxxxviL 

"When Bummer'B hoorlj-raellowing change 
May breathe with many roses sweet 
Upon the ikousand wanes of telieat, 
That ripple roimd the lonely grange." — lixiix. 
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"And Autumn iaying here and tlioro 

" Uowntdied the garden bough Ghnll swaj 
The tender blossom flutter down, 
UnloTed that beech viiU (/alhfr brooai. 
This maple bttm itself oMmi/."— soix. 

Sometimes Mr. Tennyson ia apt to exceed tbe poetica\ 
liberty of reviving ancient manners of speech. Old 
words are old gold. Dryden, in particular, understood 
this way of setting his jewels. Its recommendations 
are strong. A phrase or epithet of early times brings 
its age with it. A pure Chaucerism is like a fresh 
nosegay flung suddenly on the table ; but the beauty 
of the word should be decided. It must have some- 
thing of the past centuries more winning than their 
wrinkles. In Mr. Tennyson's revivals this preciousnesa 
is not seldom absent. Take two instances, — 



■' And hurgeone oyfiiy ratue of quick." — p. 178. 

We know that both of these words are used by Spenser 
— the former in the sense of snai'ling or barking, the 
latter of springing forth or budding — but they have no 
merit what«ver of their own ; Spenser's pen does not 
consecrate them. 

It is not necessary to commend the almost unbroken 
music of Mr. Tennyson's rhythm — nobody denies his 
ear. You are sure of a sweet sound, though nothing 
be in it. We will add that he is extremely auccessful 
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in the cndinira of tho shoi't poems into whieh the 
memorial is broken. This is a merit of mucli import- 
ance. When Mason sent his elegy written in a garden 
to Gray, he ohjecled to the last line as heing flat and 
prosaic, whereas that above every other, he told him, 
ought to sparkle, or, at least, to shine. Accordingly, 
Gray exhorted him to twirl the sentiment into an 
apophthegm, to stick a flower in it, to gild it with a 
costly expression, and to make it strike the fancy, the 
ear, or the heart Mr. Tennyson has, however uncon- 
sciously, followed the advice. Nor among his woi-d- 
excellenciea should we forget the pleasing effect of !iis 
word-repetitions — an art which poets of all countries 
and times have been fond of practising. Ovid's de- 
scription of Apollo's chariot is a musical example, with 
lis golden axle, its golden beam, and the outward rim 
of the wheels in gold ; where the sound of the aureus 
is like a mellow note continually returning in the 
strain. 

In conclusion, we offer only one observation by way 
of moral. Small as this book is, it may be abridged 
witii profit. The kindest gift to a poet is a division of 
" 2." We would not exclude the greatest names from 
a share in tie privilege. What fierce grinning distor- 
tions of Dante might he diiven out of Purgatory 1 
What succulent episodes of Spenser or Canioens be 
lopped off! What dry shreds of Milton be tossed into 
a Baptist magazine ! How the noble features of Dry- 
den's genius would shine out if all his trade verses had 
been treated like Tonson's trade guiueas, and clipped i 
Wordsworth's Excursion, would pleasantly shorten into 
a summer walk, and Southey's 10 volumes I'cappear 
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with infinite \iiaiilj m a moileinte 18mo Whatever 
1)9 tke expaubion ot aiiciput song, compie'^ion is mdis 
penB-ible to a modem veraifiei The Lutulation of his 
blood IS too Iinguid foi a hrge hody, and scarcely 
reaches the extremities Hi', chances of fame in the 
futme miy l>e caleuUted hy the thickne-a cf his 
volume Posteiity wiJl only pieserve the ehoicee 
metal Epic um^, with then glittei and basen^>s, mil 
be broken up, while tlie ode and sonnet give forth their 
little gleams , and he will be the happy rhymei in the 
coming century, whose grain of gold, disengaged of its 
impuritieh, and not swollen out with alloy, has melted 
quit« j'ure into a locket. 

Not. 88, 18S1. 
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I IITERAIOBK, 



HISTORY OF SPANISH LITERATURE* 

Spain, long the land of mystery and misconceptioii, 
seems likely at last to be better understood, thanks t« 
Anglo-Saxon diligence and intellect; while Robertson, 
Dnnlop, and Mahon have set before us Ler more recent 
hiatoiy — Soutbey and Lockhart her ballads, chronicles, 
and chivalry — Head and Stirling her fine arts — Ford 
and Widdiingtoii the form and pressm'e of her land 
and people, onv Transatlantic brethren have chosen for 
their part the ^;e in which their continent was disco- 
vered, and the illuatvious Spaniards by whom the great 
deed was done; to the names of Irving and Prescott — 
deservedly European — that of Ticknor must now be 
added: in the excellent work before us he has pretty 
well exhausted the literature of Spain, and has com- 
pleted in one comjprehenaive whole tlie large subject 
which his pioneers, Bouterwek, Lampillas, Liafio, Sis- 
mondi, Ludwig Clarus, and others, had only treated in 
portions and imperfectly. 

The language of Spain, fit exponent of its people, is 
the grave and grandiloquent son of the Latin, as the 
elegant delicate Italian is its daughter, and well did 
Charles T. pronounce it to be that in which alone mor- 
tal man should pray to his Greater. The piwiess of its 
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formation was slow ; the earliest existing apecinien ia 
the Charter of Aviles, gianted in 1155, moi'e than fotir 
centuries after the Moorish invasion. Another century 
elapsed ere the Poem of the Cid, tl e Had f the Achil- 
les, the Champion of Spain, appeared Tl s tl e first, 
is still the finest epic in the languace and b eathes 
throughout an earnest, loyal, and rel g o tone tl e 
characteristics of the genuine old Cast 1 in Aho t ■» 
century after Alonso the Learned led the way to Sj an 
ish prose, whicli his stately, majestc st !e fo ned anl 
fixed: to it he gave currency by a t a slit n ot the 
Bible, by ordeiing it to he used in oou ts of la and I y 
composing in it his code, which still forms the basis ot 
his country's jurisprudence. 

Ballad poetry arose earlier ; it was of national and 
Provencal origin, and in no ways referable to Oriental 
sources, being entirely anlJ-Ai-abic in t«ne and spirit. 
These I'omances, the early versified history of Spain, 
were written when truth hovered on the verge of fiction 
— their thoughts that breathed and words that burnt 
were handed down from cradle to cradle, and have 
been, from the beginning to the end, the delight of the 
people, and the expression of their minds and hearts ; 
owing nothing to antiquity or the foreigner, they deal 
exclusively with Spanish persons and things ; a yearn- 
ing for them has become a second nature to Spaniards, 
and they spring up in all spots and in all times like 
native flowers of the Iberian soil. 

Purely Provencal poetry died away when Arragon, 
once independent, was merged into Castile, and the 
language of the Court became dominant ; then a dia- 
lect, admirably adapted from its "honeved sweetness" 
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for love and poetry, was cut off in the bud of its pro- 
mise. In vain did John II., the Miecenas of the trouba- 
dour, and the Marquises of Villena and Santillana, 
themselves poets and patrons of poeta, strive to preserve 
the " gay science :" tlieir favoured bard, Juan de Mena, 
by imitating the allegories and artificialities of Italy, 
raised an opposition against simple national realities. 
The "Cancioneros" or early and rare collections of bal- 
lads, deservedly form at once the difficulty and delight 
of lovers of idiomatic literature. 

Akin to these ballads, are the old Froissartrlite chro- 
nicles of Spain, which Alonso the Learned began, and 
his successors long continued ; they were written either 
by men high in office, or by eye-witnesses and actors in 
the stirring times when the Cross waged a war of exter- 
mination against the Crescent; rich, indeed, would this 
virgin mine have proved had Southey possessed the 
creative genius of Walter Scott. Tliese picturesque 
records led to those pure fictions of inoaginatioi), ro- 
mances ofohivalry, which furnished to advancing civi- 
lization a reading more dignified than ballads, more 
amusing than grave history ; of these Amadia de Gaula, 
written about 1400 by the Portuguese Vasco de Lobei- 
ra, is the head type, and is, like the Poema del Gid, at 
once the first and best of its kind ; it became the book 
of the age; the imitations exceed 70 folios, an enor- 
mous number, considering how few volumes were then 
printed; their influence extended over two centuries, 
until Cervantes sealed their fate by his immortal Don 
Quixote ; every page, however, of which proved the 
extent of their popularity, how deeply he had read 
them, and how full to the brim he was with the true 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



62 



spii'it of cbivaliy; thus this tlie best, and almost the 
only Spanish book which liaa influenced Europe, and is 
for all times and nations, was written, as Montflsi|uieu 
epigrammatically remarked, to prove all others to be 
Worthless. Mr. Ticknor devotes 65 pages to the life 
and various works of Cervantes, his wounds, captivities, 
and poverty. On these we cannot dwell, and they are 
generally known. But Don Quixole has ever appeared 
to us to be immeasurably superior to all other of ita 
author's productions. 

Eeturning to the 15th century, soon a fatal change 
came over the spirit of Spanish literatiire, and at the 
moment when peace at home, and the discovery of 
a new world abroad, gave promise of greater progress. 
The Inquisition, framed and fortified by Cardinal Xi- 
menes, proved the incubus under which the soul and 
body of the nation was dwarfed : armed originally 
against heretics, it passed speedily from buming men 
to burning books. So early as 1521, Papal biiefe 
were issued against the press, the dangers of which 
Luther and the printed Bible revealed to the 
Vatican ; men of leajTiing — to which Protestantism 
appeals — wece suspected, and persecution of opi- 
nion became the settled rule of Church and State, 
until the scared and fettered intellect of the land de- 
parted from its bold and generous nationalities, and 
exchanged heroism, loyalty, and religion, for immoral 
dramas and novels, courtly flatteries, lying legends, and 
superstitions. It need not be said that searching, 
honest history — when truth was a libel — became dis- 
countenanced. Mariana himself dared not depart from 
received traditions. Far more facilities were given to 
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heraldic loro, provincial annals, and topography, which 
pandered to family and local vanities : in those Spain 
is very rich — for the most part they are overcharged 
with twaddle about Tubal and Santiago, and exhibit 
greater powers of credulity than of criticism. 

It is equally obvious that neither forensic nor delibe- 
rative eloquence, which flonrish only on the soil of free- 
dom, could thrive in Spain under kings who were 
above law; nor was pulpit eloquence much encouraged 
by a church jealous of allowing dogmas to be discussed ; 
the fervent and pathetic Luis de Granada may be cited 
as an exception ; yet even he, in common with many 
of his most gifted brethren, was harassed by the Inqui- 
sition. Neither could satire be vigorous or independent.. 
Trembling before the powerful sceptre, mitre, and 
sword, it attacked feeble women, bad medical men, and 
poets ; in the bands of Quevedo, who selected Juvenal 
rather than Horace for his model — it was coarse, the 
banter of Cervantes snd Roxas being lighter and some- 
what better, Spiun abounds in. collections of proverbs, 
which take a settied rank in her dida(,tic hterature the 
Arab fondness for wise saws and instances, where long 
experiences are condensed into shoi't senlences, passed 
readily into the countrymen of Sancho Panza. 

The nest change for the worse arose from the 
increasing influence exercised by Italy, which the con 
quests of Charles V. and the pos'iession of Naples 
brought in closei' contact witb Spain fenon conceits, 
pedantries, and affectations supplanted smgleness of 
purpose and simplicity ; then ensued a tire-iome array 
of didactic poetry, versified theology, eclogues, and 
mawkish pastorals, happily now food for bookworms 
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and antiquarians. In tlieir train followed prose-pasto- 
rals, and dreams of Arcadian Utopias, the reaction of 
courtly and artificial life; tliey were introduced by fJie 
Portuguese, George de Monteniayor; with few excep- 
tions, they lack the freshness of the field. But Span- 
iards, like the ancient classics, have small relish for 
nature or country life : man is their emphatic and en- 
grossing theme. Well, therefore, did Don Quixote's 
niece, at the burning of his library, commit these pasto- 
rals to the flames, lest her uncle, recovered from the 
madness of knight-errantry, should, by reading them, 
turn shepherd. Meantime, a deeper bathos was at 
hand, and the last glimmerings of true feeling, in Luis 
de Leon, Boscan, and Garcillasso de Vega (one of the 
few poels, by the way, ever killed in battle), paled un- 
der the euphuiatic "cultismo" of Gongora and his sect, 
who, wanting better bread than could be made of 
wheat, masked poverty of head and heart under ambi- 
tious and fantastic phraseology, forced metaphors, and 
playijig upon words, until the puny idea was o'verlaid 
with verbiage; nor, the soldier bulletins in rhyme of 
Ercllla excepted, did tb.e Epos fare better; its wire- 
drawn mannerisms savoured more of patriotism than 
poetry ; the vivifying spirit was extinct ; yet in propor- 
tion as Spain tottered to her fail, vainglorious boastings 
of power and gloiy increased, she turne4 from the hu- 
miliating present, either to ruminate on a nobler past, 
or speculate on a brightei' future. 

Prose in some respects succeeded better than verse. 
No sooner had serious chronicles degenerated into ro- 
mances of chivalry than they, in the reaction, descended 
from stilty fictions ; bnighte were reduced to the ranks, 
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and in their stoad heroes were enlisted from the veriest 
dregs of society ; du sublime ai.i ridicule il n'y g'un pas. 
Then eminent men gave fnll reins to their fancies m 
baring with bitter saiiiasm and mockeiy, siibjocta wliich 
, neither alarmed nor offended the powers of Church and 
State; then Spain set the example to the world in her 
Picaresque, or Eogues' March tales, of which Lazarillo 
de Tormes, the first and foremost, was written about 
1523, by Diego de Mendoza, one of her noblest soldiers, 
statesmen, and historians. Forty-five years afterwards, 
it was imitated in style and purport by Mateo Aleman, 
in bis Guzman de Alfarache, and also by Cervanf«s, 
Quevedo, Espinel, Gnevara, Solorgano, Salas Barbadillo, 
and others; in their arch-Spanish pages were described 
tricts and shifts, the sayings and doings of unprincipled 
idlers and needy disbanded adventurers, thrown loose 
to prey on society by the cessation of wars foreign and 
domestic, in a word of the mendicant vermin which 
pride, alhed to poverty, has rendered indigenous in 
Spain. To them we owe Gil Bias, and largely as Le 
Sage borrowed from Spanish originals, his hook is in- 
finitely more witty and French-polished than any of its 
coarser prototypes, which assuredly it will long survive. 
It was before these racy realities that novels of fiction 
failed, with the one exception of the Wars of Graiiada, 
by Gines Perez de Hita. Thia channiiig wort, in 
which a tissue of sweetest ballads is interwoven, was, in 
fiuth, the forerunner of Scott's historical romances. 

The drama of Spain desen-es especial notice; the 
tlieatre, put down by the early Christians as pagan and 
profane, was in due time enlisted into the service of 
the Vatican, who amused and instructed a dull dark 
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age with, dramatized legends and religious truths and 
mysteries. The first buddings of the secular stage are 
to tie traced about 1472 in. the satirical eclogues of 
Mingo Eevulgo ; they ripened under Lope de Vega, 
who, witli his successor, Calderon de la Baroa, ruled 
tlie boards from 1604 to 1681. The histriomastris 
churcii succumbed for a time under the Eoyal influence 
of the pleasure aiid play-!oving Philip IV. Mr. Ticknov 
dedicates 123 pages to Lope deVega; Lord Holland 
having, however, familiai'ized us with the details, we 
will only observe, that Lope impressed on the drama a 
truly Spanish physiognomy by his defiance of the uni- 
ties, classicalities, and foreign things of the " Erudite" 
party ; he took the people for his patrons, and found in 
them earnest and steady allies ; to please them was his 
sole study ; holding up the mirror to his times, and 
reflecting truly a profligate court and city, be became 
the idol, tlie phcenix of his day; he trusted for success 
in his fabulously numerous productions, more to laby- 
rinths of intiigues, scenic situations, and complicity of 
plots, than to nice delineation of character or deep 
searchings into the huinan heart ; ho lacked the mens 
divinior of a real poet, and was at best a prodigal im- 
provvisatore in verse ; drawing as he did a variety of 
man, not the species, he was the creature of a period, 
of a fashion, and now he is gone out. His plays pall 
on the theatres of Spain, and defy the book-gluttony 
of Germany ; he Jias strutted bis hour on the stage, 
while Shakspeare, nature's darling, who drew mankind, 
lives and will live as long as the human race. Lope, 
in our mind, is inferior to Uie brilliant melodious Cal- 
deron in the expression of the exciting passions of 
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revenge and jealousy; to Calderon Mr. Ticknor has 
^ven 66 pages, and a whole chapter to Quevedo. He 
too has passed away, and now, the Aristophanes of Lis 
day is but a name ; few ever read hia works, his wit 
is neither fine nor polished, his sarcasm is savage, his 
style is obscure and grotesque. Two other Spanish 
dramatists only need be mentioned, since greater names 
have made theirs Em'opean, Guillen de Castro, whose 
Cid was imitated by Comeille— Gabriel Tellez (Tirso 
de Molina), whose Don Juan formed tlie ground-work 
to BeaumarehaiB, Mozatt, Rossini, and Byron. 

The literature of Spain in common with her arte, 
arms, gJories, and almost name, perished with her 
Austrian dynasty, whose last sovereign, the imbecile 
Charies 11^ was fitted for a fallen state. Then the war 
of succession handed Castile over to France, its anti- 
pathy, antithesis, and antipodes. The Versailleae-bred 
PhiUp V. soon warred against Spanish nationalities, in 
order to raise on its ruins his country's one-sided civi- 
lisation. Then ensued the dreary age of Grand Mo- 
narque patronage, of Royal Academies, who follow the 
funerals of patients whom they never can resuscitate or 
reproduce. Paris and Gallicism set the ton to Madrid, 
and poor, raarrowless foreign copies superseded pithy, 
homebred ori^nals. We eaunot follow Mr. Tictnor in 
dragging from the dust of oblivion these intolerable 
mediocrities, whom posterity willingly would let die ; 
we respect his inimitable patience, and now in bidding 
him ^rewell, our best thanks must be tendered for the 
mass of accurate information contained in his genuine 
work. Not one made up of borrowed erudition, or 
second-hand quotation, it is the labour of love, the 
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fruit of SO jeai's' honest, hard reading of his well- 
stocked library, the finest of its tind in America ; our 
author is full of hia subject to overflowing, and from 
the perhaps unavoidable necessity of giving a complete 
series of Spanish authors and a catalogue of hooks he 
is sometimes oppressed with his learning, as David was 
by the heavy annour of Saul; occasionally we were 
jaded with dry details, and felt that a considerable 
portion of his volumes, and notes especially, were less 
suited for the reading-desk than the bookcase ; but no 
library of auy pretensions can dispense with this matter- 
pregnant work. The style of Mr, Ticknor suits the 
professor ; it is clear, precise, and unaffected. Without 
being lively or poetical, he interests in his descriptions, 
and ia impartial and unprejudiced in his criticisms ; 
here and there the fastidious ear of the Old Country 
will trace a tone of constraint, which Americans writing 
this high class of English can scarcely quite escape. 
Taken as a whole, the woi'k is the best that has ever 
appeared on its subject, and certainly will insure to Mr. 
'Kcknor a lasting and honourable reputation on both 
sides of the Atlantic 
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ARCTIC EXPEDITIONS.* 

" What news of Sir John TranldJE ! Have any 
traces of his whereabouts been, discovered ? Has any 
light heeo thrown upon the fortunes of himself and 
hia crews S" Such are the inquiries which the 
announcement of any new narrative of an Arctic Expe- 
dition will elicit ft'om almost every Englishman, and 
until these questions are answered it would be a mere 
waste of time to expatiate on geographical or geologi- 
cal discoveries, or to unfold additions to the Flora and 
FauTia Borealis. Dr. Sutherland, wlio appears to have 
literally followed Sir John Fi'anklin'a recommendation 
to his officers to " observe everything from a flea t« a 
whale," has accumulated in the volumes before us many 
useful facts in natural history and meteorology, to 
which, howevei', due attention will scarcely be paid 
until anxiety about Sir John FrantHn's fate is somewhat 
allayed. Wa hasten, then, to say, on the authority of 
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those beat qualifled to form an opinion upon the sub- 
ject, that hope of Sir John Franldin'a safety is by 
no means to be abandoned, for the probabilities of his 
esiatence in some Polar region not yet explored are far 
greater and more numerous than the probability of his 
total loss. We say total loss — because in any other 
case than that of foundering in deep watci-s some 
vestige of wi'eck would, ere this, have been detected by 
the many keen-sighted and experienced investigators 
engaged in the search. We will remind the impatient 
or ill-iaformed, that the total estinetion of two British 
men-of-war, commanded by such officers as Sir John 
Franldiii and Captain Fitzjames, and manned and 
equipped as tlie vessels of his expedition were, is an 
event so contradictory to all experience of the casualties 
of the Polar regions, as to amount to the strongest im- 
probability. Captain George Harrison (of 30 years' 
experience in the command of whalers) states in a 
letter printed in the JVaulical Mai/azine for April, tliat 
out of the whole 103 ships wrecked since the first 
discovery of a passage through Melville Bay, not more 
than 10 lives have been lost. And to those who fancy 
that every nook of the Polar regions has been, explored 
for the missing voyagers we would observe, that the 
whole of the regions hitherto explored by the various 
expeditions sent out ai-e scarcely one-third of those 
which remain unexplored. It may be well to add, 
moreover, that in the opinion of most competent judges, 
such as Colonel Sabine, Mr. Augustus Peterman and 
others, there is a greater probability of finding Sir John 
Franklin's expedition in regions to which search has 
not yet been extended than in the more familiar locali- 
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ties throughout which Bearah has hitherto been made. 
The ailments of those who maintain the improbability 
of maintaining life in higher latitudes than those 
already explored are reftited by well-established facts, 
to which we will presently advert more in detail. 

Sir John Franklin sailed from Sheerneaa with the 
Erebus and Tertor, in May, 1845, and arrived at the 
"Whaleflsh Islands on the 4th of July. His last 
despatches were from this point, beaiing date July 13, 
and in Captain Mangles's excellent little repertory of 
Arctic papers some really chaiTning letters from Captain 
Fitajames of the same date may be found, and will be 
perused with pleasure by all who love a sailor's lively 
humour and unruffled cheerfulness, blended with the 
delicate feelings and correct taste of tlie wellbred 
gentleman. The B^ebus was spoken on the 22d of the 
same month by Captain Ifartin, of the whaler Enter- 
prise, in latitude Vs deg. 10 min., longitude 66 deg. 
west. The latest date at which the expedition was 
actually seen was four days subsequently. The Prince 
of Wales whaler reported tlmt on the 26th of July, 
1845, she saw Franklin's vessels in latitude 74 deg. 48 
min., longitude 66 deg. 13 min. They were then 
moored to an icebei'g awaiting an opening in the 
middle ice to enable them to cross over to Lancaster 
Sound, Between this period and the 23d of August, 
1850, five years and a month, when the first traces were 
discovered by Captain Oromaney, of Her Majesty's ship 
Assistance, at Cape Riley, no intelligence, direct or 
indirect, was received of the missing ships. The 
evidences afforded by these first traces were added to 
largely four days afterwards (2Yth of August, 1850), by 
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Captain PeiiDy's alighting at Beechy Island upon the 
spot where Franklin spent bis winter of 184S-6. 

Early in 1850 tlie Admiralty, after despatching an 
expedition under Captains Collinson and M'Clure, to 
Behring's Straits, placed four ships in commission under 
the command of Captain Horatio T. Austin, C. B., who 
had served in an exploring voyage under Sir Edward 
Parry, for the purpose of examining Barrow's Straits, 
under a notion that Sir John Franklin migbt bo 
retracing his course eastward in boats, or even in the 
ships themselves, having relinquished the hope of mak- 
ing a northwest passage. Tbe squadron under Captain 
Austin consisted of his own ship the Resolute, the As- 
sistance, Captain E. Ommaney, and tbe steam tenders 
Pioneer, Lieutenant Osborn commanding, and Intrepid, 
Lieutenant Gator eomraanding. It was considered de- 
sirable that to the power of the navy should be added 
the experience of the whaler, and accordingly, after 
many strivings of heart and doleful misgivings, lest eti- 
quette should be infringed, and discipline endangered, 
the Lords of the Admiralty ventured to associate Wil- 
liam Penny, an experienced whaling captain of Dundee, 
with their own commissioned officers. Mr. Penny, after 
receiving instructions from the Admiralty, proceeded to 
Aberdeen and Dundee, where he purchased two new 
clipper-built vessels, which were named respectively the 
Lady Franklin and Sophia, the latter in compliment to 
Miss Sophia Cracroft, a niece of Sir John Franklin, and 
most devoted companion of his noble-hearted wife. 
Tliese vessels were placed under Mr. Penny's command, 
with separate instructions direct from the A.dmiralty, 
and l>otli ships and men ac'|tiitted themselves during 
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CAPTAIN PESKV. 7S 

tteir perilous enterpi'ise in a manner not calculated to 
justify any conletnpt on the part of their naval asao- 
dates. Mr. Penny had been engaged ia the Arctie 
seaa since his 12th year, and in command of a whaling 
ship for 18 years. Dr. Sutherland informs his readers 
that Mr. Penny's reputation for skill and sagacity was 
high among his brother whalers, and on any occasion of 
difficulty, " What does Penny think of it ?" was a ques- 
tion of common occuwence. Sir Francis Beaufort, the 
Hydrographer of the Admiralty, is refen^ed to by Dr. 
Sutherland as able to bear testimony to the fact that Mr, 
Penny, previous to his appointment to the Arctic Expe- 
dition, bad done something to extend our geographical 
knowledge of the regions he had occasion to ti'averse in 
pursuit of his vocation. At no small risk, and at con- 
siderable expense, Mr. Penny took the first step to 
establish the interests of Great Biitain on the west coast 
of Davis's Straits, the imjwrtance of which we shall 
have an opportunity of indicating when we come to 
speak of the Danish settlements and their civilizing 
consequences on the east coast of Davis's Straits. 

" Captain Penny," observes Dr. Sutherland, with re- 
ference (« these well-intended and judicious efforts at 
colonization, " failed in this and all subsequent attempts 
to enlist the enterprising and the wealthy in his sound 
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may look for at his hands. Witliout rhetoric, and un- 
sophisticated, his arguments fell to the ground before 
men whose hves had ever been closely associated with 
figures. No one need wonder that the sailor who had 
been buffeting the waves and the whales for 30 years, 
and had never calculated anything more intricate than 
a lunar distance, should fail to persuade a number of 
money-making merchants into forming a company." 

We have dwelt at this length upon Mr. Penny's 
character because rumours have been widely prevalent 
to the effect that a misunderstanding between the whal- 
ing skipper and Captain Austin thwarted the operations 
and marred the efficiency of the espedition. A perusal 
of Dr. Sutherland's volumes will show tliat this waa by 
no means the case, but we have thought it of impor- 
tance so far to advert to it, as to remove from the pul>- 
!io mmd an impression that the efficiency of an exiiedi- 
tion in which the hearts of so many thousands were 
embarked had been diminished by the splenetic hu- 
mours of those engaged in its conduct. 

Tlie Lady Franklin and Sophia, under the command 
of Captain Penny, left Aberdeen on the 13th of Aprii, 
1850, but did not fall in with Captain Austin's squadi'on 
until the 28tb of June, off Berry Island, on the west 
coast of Greenland. Without following the ships step 
by step through their laborious progress across Baffin's 
Bay, down Lancaster Sound, anfi Barrow's Strait, we 
will pause at Beechy Island, which lies at the south- 
eastern extremity of Wellington Channel, just at its 
entrance into Barrow's Straits. Here Mr. fenny had 
discovered unquestionable traces of Sir Jobn Franklin 
on the 27th of August, ant! here the ships wore rrtnorfd 
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as carefully as possible. Tiio landing 
party was composed of all the offlcei's of the expedition, 
except die chief mates, and was under the orders of 
Mr. Stuart, commander of the Sophia, to whose intelli- 
gence, perseverance, and zeal, Captains Austin, Penny, 
and Dr. Sutherland combine in bearing testimony. 

" Traces," observes the latter, " wei'e foimd to a great 
extent of the missing ships : tin canisters in hundreds, 
pieces of cloth, rope, wood in large fragments and in 
chips ; iron in numerous fragments, where the anvil had 
stood, and the block which supported it ; paper, both 
written and printed, with the dates 1844 and 1845; 
sledge marks in abundance ; depressions in the gi'avel 
resembling walls which they had been digging; and 
the graves of three men who had died on board the 
missing ships in January and April, 1846. One of the 
shore party was despatched with this intelligence, to 
Mr. Penny, who immediately came on shore, accom- 
panied by Sir John Ross, Commander Phillips, of the 
Felis, Sir John's vessel; Gommaiider De Haven and 
Lieutenant Griffiths, of the American expedition, whicli 
had joined our ships in Ban'Ow's Straits, and other 
officers. These wei* unequivocal proofe that the miss- 
ing ships had spent their first winter in the immediate 
vicinity of Beechey Island. A finger-post was picked 
up, which we at once supposed had been made use of 
to direct parties to the ships dui'ing winter, if they 
should happen to have lost their way in a snowstorm. 
Captain Parry adopted tlie same precautions around 
liis winter quarters at Melville Island ; and it is not im- 
probable some of the posts may be found after a lapse 
nf 30 yeai's. Oui' ideas were that the ships had win- 
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tered in a deep bay between Beechey Island and Cape 
Eiley, which we called Erebus and Terror Bay. Imiae- 
diately adjacent to the supposed position of the ships, 
V { dth tflgtlae and workshop, 
d m 11 te hi pposed to have been 

b t d th t mp ctions. Meat tins 

to tl m t t h ndred, and a great 

mb f 1 h fs t wh h raa marked 'T-e-r- 

-o- { \ B h w no papers found 

I ft by tl m ssirtff ships." 
I t bly tation of Sir John 
p d 1 1 the 3d of April, 
p f Captain PenBy and 

f Ik ip the Wellington 
Ch 1 t w tUi tl fi t p of that icy barrier 

which ao frequently seems to block it up. Sir John 
Franklin's instructions, in 1845, were to proceed to the 
Wellington Channel, and, if possible, through it, and 
th^ marks of a hasty departure thence may be more 
reasonably accounted for by a sudden opening in the 
ice, of which tl^,e ardent spirit of Franklin would 
prompt him instantly to avail himself, than the wild 
supposition which has been biwached of his retreat 
from an onslaught of aavages~-a feat quite inconsistent 
with the habits and disposition of the harmless and 
inoffensive Esquimaux. The determination to follow 
out the Admiralty instructions by pushing onwards was 
powerfully developed in all Sir John Franklin's party. 
Captmn Fitzjames, then Commander Fitzjamca, says in 
a letter to a friend, written from the Whalefish Islands, 
in July, 1845: — 

" Don't eare is the order of the day ; I mean, don't 
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care for difiiculljes or stoppages ; go ahead is the wish. 
We hear this is a remarkably dear season, hut dear, or 
not, we must 'go ahead' as the Yankees have it; and 
if we don't get through, it won't be our fault." 

Beediey Island was examined again and again, and 
a party dug round a cairn erected on a bluff point with 
picks and shovels in search of cylinders wiih papers, 
but none were found. Had Sir John Franklin left any 
documents they must have been discovered, for all do- 
cuments deposited by other parties in the ordinary 
manner of Arctic explorers were always found unin- 
jured. 

Accordingly, after many boat excursions to the adja- 
cent diannels and islands, the ships were laid up in 
winter quarters. Captain Penny's ships and Sir Jphn 
Ross's little vessel the Felix in Assistance Harbour, at 
the south-western ext my h W lington Channel, 
and Captain Austin's q G ffith. Island, a few 

miles further to the w d Ihe dreary winter 

passed over all withT ng kness or discontent, 

and the spring of 185 d li n ady to push their 

i-esearches. "We can p gi'ess of the seve- 

ral parties in boats a Jg n would a recapitu- 

lation of their perse g serve any other 

purpose than to unf d h pter fraught with 

the heroic onduranc ps the indomitable 

courage, the iiivariab h rt der the most de- 

pressing trials, and bun ble perseverance 

through every obstac e, b te f British seamen. 

The miles travelled h parties were calcu- 

lated by Dr. Suther m to 2,000. Mr. 

Penny raa<le every efiort t« ascend the Wellington 
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Channel, but his suecesa was small when compared 
with his vast endeayoui's. At one time his sledge was 
stopped by open water, and when, after iDCiedible 
labour, a boat was brought up to the spot, its progtess 
was presently checked by " thict-ribbed ice." 

The difficulties of the explorei's at this stage of their 
proceedings were enhanced by their imperfect outfit of 
sledges and other appliances for locomotion on land. 
Their sea equipment from Her Majesty's dockyards 
does not elicit any praise from Dr. Sutherland, who 
appeal's always more happy to praise than blame :— 

" The saws (for cutting lie ice) had been supplied to 
our expedition from Her Majesty's dockyard at Wool- 
wich, and they were said to be on an improved plan. 
Pej'haps they were ; but however plausible the idea of 
the ' pitman' (a heavy ball at the lower end) might be 
to the inventor, we found that they would not work at 
all until the form of the teeth was altered and the 
' pitman' was removed altogether ; after which they 
were found to answer very well, having been reduced 
to answer the description of saws used by the whalere 
in Davis' Straits for at least thirty yeare." 

So much for Woolwich improvements. 

Every inJet to the westward of the Wellington Chan- 
nel was examined, and the conclusion to which both 
Captain Austin and Mr. Penny arrived was that Sir 
John Franklin had not gone to the westward or south- 
westward. He must then, they inferred, have gone up 
the Wellington Channel, which might have been per- 
vious in 1846, " a remarkably clear season," though 
impassable in the spring of 1851. Previous to the 
return of both expeditions in 1861 Captain Austin had 
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a long and anxious conference with Mr. Penny as to the 
propriety of braving another Arctic winter and renew- 
ing their efforts in the spring of this year. Their 
remaining provisions were sufficient, their crews were 
healthy and willing. Mr. Penny, however, determined 
to retnm to England, tliey having done, in his own 
energetic language, " all that men could do." This 
speech has been <jnoted and twisted to a meaning never 
intended by Mr. Penny. It has been construed t 
declaration on his part of the permanent ii 
of the Wellington Channel and tlie inutility of any 
further aeai'ch for Sir John Fi'anklin. Mr. Penny's 
subsequent proceedings have amply refuted such a 
construction of his language to Captain Austin at 
GritBth Island, for immediately on his arrival in Eng- 
land he earnestly sought for a aci'ew steamer, with 
which lie offered to proceed northwai'd as far as possible 
■without delay, in order that he might be near the field 
of his proposed operations in the early spring. " Oh, 
for a boat !" was the generous and ardent seaman's 
instant esciamatJon when his sledge was brought up by 
open water in Wellington Channel ; and again and 
again did he express to his brother officers his conTic- 
tion that a screw steamer could bore its way where 
boats and ailing vessels would be baffled. He always 
leant to the opinion that the Wellington Channel was 
not permanently barred by ice, but had a communica- 
tion with the Arctic Ocean ; and whatever opinion he 
entertained he always frankly expressed. He told 
IJeutenant Osbom that he had seen " enormous num- 
bere" of whales running southwards from under tbe ice 
in Wellington Channel. The conclusion to be drawn 
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from this fact is that the Wellington Channel, in ita 
course of 45 miles, has a na n f ice and open 
water, for the breath of he w e ases the instant the 
animal is under water he e a of ice or not. 
The Greenland whale can en a d water from 10 
to 20 minutes, and its w a me y is stated to be 
six miiea per hour. N h e y d stance, and no 

more, may he faii-ly ass m d he u most extent of 
the frozen aurfece of ice e est under which 

the whales swam (from ea a clear water), 

running south in " enormou nniobers 

Our readers must not n a t ue of Captain 
Austin's and Mr. Pennj [. d on by the brevity of 
OUT notice of its details W nk th se zealous and 
able navigators have done uu h by p o "ing where fur- 
ther search need not be nail 1 h sparing the ex- 
penditure of life, labou a d m n y n a wrong direc- 
tion. But aoine may ask ha s t e use of further 
expeditions ; for, if Si John F ank n and his crew 
have escaped the perils ot the deep and the icy horrors 
of the Arctic zone, they must ere this have been starved 
for want of supplies ! The opinions of experienced 
travellers and the most learned geographers are alike 
agmnst this desponding view. It is by no means a fact 
that the cold is moi'e intense and the supplies of food 
more scanty the nearer you approach the Pole. The 
English navigator Willoughby, with the whole of the 
crews of both his vessels, amounting to 63 souls, was 
frozen to death while wintering on the coasts of Russian 
Lapland {latitude 68 deg. IS m.) in the year 1654, 
while the enterprising Dutchman, Wilhelm Barontz, 43 
years later, passed a winter of more than eight months' 
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daratipn on the north-eastern coast of Novaia Zemlia 
(latitude 76), and of liia wliole crew, amounting to 17, 
only two died. And what was the outfit of a Dut«h 
crew in the 16th century, compared with that supplied 
to the Erebus and Teri-or in 1845? On these heads 
we I'ecommend a careful perusal of several ]ett«rs of 
Mr. Augustus Peterman, addressed to Sir Francis Beau- 
fort, and a paper ou the DistribuUon of Animals Avail- 
able as food in tie Arctic Regions, printed in Captain 
Mangles's little book, whose title we gave at the head of 
this article. We have already quoted a letter addressed by 
Mr. Penny to the Pi'esident of the Geographical Society, in 
which he advocates a search for the missing expedition 
in the great Arctic Ocean which the Russian navigators 
Wrange! and Anjon saw stretching beyond the North 
Cape of Asia, and which has been proved to roll in 
unfettered freedom beyond that icy barrier which ordi- 
narily checks Arctic navigation, and extends in all pro- 
bability to the north of both the American and Asiatic 
continent^. There is a narrative of four Russian sailors 
who subsisted in Spitzbet^en on the product of the 
country for six yeaiB and three months reprinted in 
Captain Mangles's volume from the Annual Register, 
for 1174. We apprehend that many educated English- 
men have read this narrative, as we oui^elves confess to 
having done in our boyhood, with a feeling akin to that 
attendant upon the perusal of the fictions of De Foe; but 
we believe that it is well authenticated, and has vast sig- 
nificance when perused with reference to Sir John Franklin 
and his ships' companies. If four Russian mariners, with 
a few ounces of tobacco, 12 musket charges of powder 
and shot, and a small bag of flour, as then- only stores 
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to start with could subsist for six years and tliree 
months m ^pitzbergeu, how long can the crews of two 
English men-of wai, commanded hy officers of the Arc- 
tie eipoiiente, fertility of resource, and unconquerable 
courage of Sir John Franklin and Captain Fitzjames, 
preserv e their lives ' We leave others to work out this 
sum, and for oursehes say, ^il Sesperandum. 

"We do not write in this hopeful strain at random, or 
wintonly to inaken delusive hopes which we feel to be 
unfounded, but delibeiately express oonvictjons formed 
after much thought, diligent inquiry, and painstaking 
investigation Neither are we alone in our hopeful mood. 
The unthinking multitude may have been disappointed 
by the termination ot the Austin and Penny espedition. 
It letumed sooner than was expected, and was not 
attended by the i^uits hoped for. But neither the 
Government nor Sir John Franklin's anxious but well- 
informed friends considered this expedition as an extin- 
guisher of hope — a stopper upon further search. And, 
accoiyiingly, since Captain Austin and Mr. Penny re- 
turned, an expedition, under the command of Captain 
Sir Edward Belcher, R.1S., has been commissioned to 
proceed direct to "Wellington Sound. Tliis expedition 
sailed from England in April last, and consisted of Her 
Majesty's ships Assistance and Eesolute, with the two 
screw steamers Pioneer and Intrepid, of eO-horse power 
each. Her Majesty's ship North Star will be stationed 
at the mouth of the "Wellington Channel as a store ship. 
The squadron will tins be enabled, we trust, to await a 
favourable moment for pushing forwai'd, wliich has been 
so often lost while vessels liavo been performing their 
outward voyage from England. Nature will often in a 
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single hour mafce openings in the ice which all the sawa 
in nil Her Majesty's dockjards could not accorapltsh in 
the course of an Arctic Biimraer, Sir E. Belcher has 
now an opportunity of awaiting the favourable moment, 
and fulfilling the desire so resolutely expressed by Lady 
Franklin. "By that passage" (Wellington Channel), 
writes her ladyship to a friend, "doubt not, the ships 
have gone; and by that, believe me, they must be fol- 

August 26, I8S2, 
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THE LIFE OF STERLING "BY THOMAS 
CARLYLE* 

Weak minds will be sorely distressed by the List pro- 
duetion of the redoubtable Thomas, That ang^ gen- 
tleman is more indignant than ever. His wratli has 
got to its height. There are but two things for it. "We 
must either scramble out of his way as fast as we can, 
or submit to be belaboured within an inch of our lives. 
Erery page is a knock on the head or a thrust in the 
eye. Nobody escapes ! Like the congregation to whom 
Mawworm preaches his last sermon before retiring fi'om 
the stage, we are " all going to the devil," and, like 
Mawwoim himself, Mr. Thomas Carlyle derives infinite 
" consolation" from that melancholy and startling fact. 
Such ia the gist of the lAfe of Sterling. 

We doubt whether the life would have been written 
at all but for the matahless opportunity it affords for 
the pugilistic etforts of the author. Thomas Carlyle, 
it is true, puts on the gloves with the ostensible and 
single purpose of covering the fair fame of a friend ; 
but his foot once in the ring, his arm once fairly raised, 
and he tliinks of nothing but punishing the foe. And 
what a foe ! We may doubt tlie prudence of the un- 
dertaking, but who shall question the valour of the man 

• Thi life of j0hR SlerlLi^. By Tliiiiniu Curlvlf 
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who, single-handed, takes upon himself to thrash the 
whole world ? 

A memoir of John Sterling haa already been written. 
The reading public, which did not call for that, hardly 
requii'ed another almost upon its heels. Mr. Carljle 
himself feela the force of the remark, for he apologizes 
at starting for bis apparent intrusion. The anthor of 
the first biography, he alleges, beinjr a clei^man, 
could not allow himself that broad and compreliensive 
view of his subject which it behoved him to take. It 
was essential for him, above all things, to vindicate the 
Christian profession, and such first duty was altogether 
incompatible with tbat other duty of faithfully deli- 
neating tlie character of Sterling. Thomas Carlyle is 
vassal to no jjower but bis own liberal and indulgent 
mind. He is free to speak of his hero as of a man, 
not as of "a pale, sickly shadow in torn surplice, 
weltering bewildered amid heaps of what you call 
Hebrew old clothes :" and on the fiiBt page of his book 
he announces bis laudable intention of proving what 
his departed friend John Sterling was not, and of fur- 
ther showing clearly and truly for our edification and 
example — for " a true delineation of the smallest man 
and his scene of pilgrimage through life is capable of 
interesting the greatest man" — all that in life ho ac- 
tually was. How for Mr. Carlyle has fulfilled bis pro- 
mise and satisfied raised expectation we shall not fail 
to inform the reader before we close. For the moment 
OUT business is less with tiie biography than with the 
biographer; with him on whose account, indeed, a 
volume will be eageriy read which otherwise could 
never have attracted a moment's attention. 
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The great object of the autlior of the Tjatler Bay 
Pamphlets in this his last work seems to be — as fiir as 
we cau gathe* it — to prove the utter impossibility of an 
honest man's making way in hfe, and tie absolute rot- 
tenness of all existing things. The worM, according to 
Mr. Carljle, has never been so bad aa it is. It is " over- 
hung with falsities and foul cobwebs as world never was 
before; overloaded, overclouded, to thezenith and nadir 
of it, by incredible, uncredited tra<litions, solemnly sor- 
did hypocrisies, and beggarly deliriums old and new ;" 
it is an " untrue, unblessed world ;" " a world all rock- 
ing and plunging, like that old Roman one when the 
measure of its iniquities was full ;" as " mad a world as 
you could wish ;" " a world of I'otten straw ; tti-ashed 
all into powdei-, filling the universe and blotting out 
the stars and worlds." The professions of the world — 
the means whereby industiioua men gain their daily 
bread — are just as corrupt. They are "built largely 
on speeiosity instead of performance ; so clogged, in this 
bad epoch, and defaced under sudi suspicions of fatal 
imposture, that they are hateful, not lovable to the 
young radical soul, scornful of gross profit, and intent 
on ideals and human nobleness." Of the three learned 
professions there is not one which does not " require 
you at the threshold to constitute yourself an impos- 
tor ;" and of all the professions that is by far the most 
detestable and hopeless which finds a temporal home 
for "those legions of 'black dragoons,' of all varieties 
and purposes, who patrol with horse-meat and man's- 
meat this afflicted earth, so hugely to the detriment 
of it." 

Before we venture to call in question the justice of 
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SO sweeping and fearful a condemnation, we may bo 
pardoned for inquiring of tliis shameless exposer of our 
enumerated wounds and sores whether he has any re- 
medy himself for the recovery of the putrescent body 
politic. Mr. Carlyle is not a lunatic He tells ns loudly 
and often enough that the world itself is " mad ;" but 
he is surely more sane than to mate unmeaning gii- 
maces at the contortions of disease, and to gibe at the 
failings of infirm humanity. The world may be hope- 
lessly gone in wretchedness and vice, the " professions" 
may be lying impostures, the teachers of religion may 
be locusts on the land ; but since the world is doing its 
best; since many professional men flatter themselves 
into the conviction that they are honestly, creditably, 
and usefully pureuing their callings; since ministers of 
every creed do visit the abodes of their fellow-creaturea 
with the humble hope and desire of not being detri- 
mental to human happiness on earth, it is not enough 
for Mr. Carlyle — and most assuredly it shall uot be 
allowed him — to stand afar off, mouthing at the work- 
ers from the convenient sanctuary of his well-wanned 
study, helping no man with his advice, irritating all 
men by his scoffs, and hindering practical and service- 
able labour — as the world goe.i — by the intrusion of 
violent and all but unintelligible gibberish. 

Thei'e is throughout this book no cessation of abuse ; 
but we have searched through it in vain, though most 
carefully and anxiously, for a single line of wholesome 
counsel. Mr. Carlyle keeps a school in which scolding 
goes on from morning (ili night, hut certainly no teach- 
ing. If his boys move, they are lashed ; if they sit 
siill, they are iashed. They can do nothing right; 
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and, wliat is worse, Uiey shall never have an inkling of 
wliat their cruelly-exacting pedagogue thinks right or 
necessary to be done. To instruct is no part of his 
office ; instruction is the gift of Heaven — the rod the 
whole and sole duty of the master. At one page — and 
at one only — we fondly hoped that we had escaped 
from the noise of this indiscriminate flagellation to re- 
ceive a crumb or two of comfort in tbe shape of 
rational advice that might put ua at Jeast on the road 
to amendment. Vain expectation ! Mr. Cariyle can 
only tell us to do what he himself so ineffectually 
attempts. If we would reform ourselves, and, after- 
wards, our equally darkened fellow-creatures, we must 
forthwith enlist into a " fighting r^ment," or, " failing 
this," undertake " the solitary battle, such as each man 
for himself can wage while he has life." Battle again I 
Nothing hut fighting suits Mr. Carlyle or Ues within his 
scope to recommend. But, if we are to fight, let us at 
least know against whom and what for. This " solitary 
battle" Thomas Carlyle is pleased to call " an indubi- 
table and infinitely comfortabJe feet for every man." 
So it may be when every man shall ascertain the name 
of his adversary and the spoils that are to be won. 
Ent these last "comfortable facts" are jealously and 
unpardonably withheld. If the pupil fights, he must 
fight like his master — in the dark, and beating the air; 
or more temble than that, fight like the only men in 
the world for whom Mr. Carlyle's heart seems to beat 
with congenial sympathy — like the anarchists of Europe, 
who destroy everything within their reacli, by way of 
putting ererytliing in order. 

But we altogether deny the wild and incoherent yet 
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very grave aceuaationa which Mr. Carlyle brings agflinst 
society — accusations which he finds much easier to 
mate than to justify. The age in which we live is not 
the very worst since the fail of man. Would Mr, 
Carlyle, who asserts that it is, willingly cxcliange it for 
any age that has preceded it? Would he deliberately 
go back S He has taken great pains to exhibit the 
rottenness of our present state, hut does he believe in 
his heart that, if he had given himself half the trouble 
to detect some of its virtues, ho would not in that 
detection have been rewarded for his industry ? In 
heaven's uame, let us do justice in this serious matter. 
It will answer no profitable purpose to stalk into the 
marketrplaee, and to point the finger at every busy 
man that passes you, declaring him an impostor, a 
madman, and a fool. He knows that he is not. He is 
s of good desires, of daily service rendered to 
! and God, of obligations undertaken, of duties 
~y performed. It is true enough that we are 
stumbJers in the world — that we have but dim percep- 
tions of the goal towards which we are journeying — 
that the current of our daily thoughts, actions, and 
impulses is still brackish with the taint of our original 
decline — tliat we are in the midst of suffering that has 
to be alleviated, of neglect that has to be remedied, of 
sin that has to be purged away. But when has it ever 
been otherwise ! The worst that can be alleged is that 
we are answerable for evils for which those who went 
before us were responsible in a still larger degree. It is 
not too much to assert that the spirit of humanity was 
never before so actively engaged in England, or more 
thoroughly alive to its work. Look ai'onnd you, Mr, 
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Thomas Carlyle ! Are the high-born aa indifferent to 
the condition of the lowly as thej may Lave been 
a hundred yeavs ago ! la there n movement abroad 
indicating a hea,lthy resolution it with inadequate oi 
not yet discovered means t improve the physical, 
moraljSoeial, andspiritualpo*^ tion fall who need amelio- 
ration in the land ? Gin jou tell us of Borrow, anguish, 
or pain, which once detected is allowed for a single 
hour to linger unrelieved ? Is charity in all things less 
abundant than it has been in times towards which your 
sickly fancy yearns, when meii suffered in the body for 
freedom of thought, and when independence of soul 
brought with it social degradation ? We are conscious 
enough of imperfection, but being satisfied also of the 
existence on every aide of actual good — of the presence 
of productive activity — of the evidences of marvellous 
progress — of the increase of genuine goodwill, we ask 
any I'ational and welt-governed mind whether this of all 
eras of tke world is the one which an Englishmaa is 
called upon to select for his unmitigated condemnation, 
his wholesale abuse, and his bitterest invective ! 

But " the professions," one and all, are "impostures." 
There ia no exception. They " all requii'e you at the 
threshold to constitute yourself an impostor," to that 
extent, indeed, that no honest man can enter them with 
safety. Is thb rhodomontade, or spoken in sober 
earnest ? An impostor is one who cheats by a fictitious 
character. Do the physicians and surgeons who 
charitably visit the hospitals of this metropolis impose 
in thia wise upon the objects of their solicitude and 
care ! When Thomas Carlyle ia weary with croaking 
he may find it worth his while to ask the question at 
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St. George's for himself. Does the Christian minister, 
be he of the Cliurch of England, or be he not, take 
needful food fo the cottage hearth and attend the dying 
bed of the humblest Ciiriatiaii man, ministering conso- 
lation in If tnth istJin bject but to 
cheat? If M C lyl ! ea n m an b t be says, for 
our instr t Ithm tl^fet ywltl does mean. 
His view esp t tb p fes n e certainly 
obscure to h n self In i h t 11 is that this 
world was n 1 1 f J 1 n St 1 j, t be busy in, 
because ts oc pati lapte 1 ly t those who 
" want to ok sudd n tvt n \ h ve the tem- 
porary bllljb tfl Ly it ntl very nest 
breath, he adds, that " the desultory ways" of the youth 
utterly unfltted him for the ordinary callings of life, 
which " requires slotv, steady-pulling diligence, indis- 
pensable in all important pursuits and strenuous human 
competitions whatsoever." We need not dwell upon 
these contradictions, oi' stay to prove that a profession, 
bo it what it may, which demands at the outeet, "slow, 
steady -pulling diligence" in order to achieve success — 
that is to say, some self-denial, patience, and virtuous 
doing on the part of the professor, can hardly be the 
flagrant imposition which Mr. Carlyle so energetically 
tries to provo it. 

But of all professions, that of a minister of Christian- 
ity is by far the most barefacedly hypocritical and de- 
graded. Mr, Carlyle makes no exceptions. He affecls 
dissenters no better than churebmen. They are swin- 
dlers in gangs. In the aggregate they constitute an 
amiy of " black dragoons, of all varieties ami purposes, 
patrolling with horse meat and man's meat tba afflicted 
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eai'th so Imgely to tie detriment of it." It is not always 
easy, as our readers may liave discovered, to have the 
full benefit of Mr. CailyJe's thoughts, so strangely are 
they garbed in that gentleman's most peculiar diction ; 
but his great ground of complaint here indicated against 
the "black dragoons" would seem to be that they 
receive " man's meat," or a sohd return for tlieir labours. 
Ministers do their work aud are paid for it. There is 
no denying the position. Most inadequately are some 
remunerated for work as hard as that of breaking stones, 
and most extravagantly are others rewarded for doing 
nothing at all. The anomaly is a scandal, and redistri- 
bution of piows funds is loudly called for. The world, 
bad as it is, will be grateful to Mr. Carlyle if he will 
put his shoulder to the wheel and help it to repair a 
crying evil. But putting a shoulder or even a finger to 
the wheel is Just what this writer will not do. It suits 
him better to mate mouths at a machine temporarily 
imbedded in the mud, and to swear that it ia dropping 
to pieces every time it bravely struggles to get out of 
the rut. Is it, after all, so disgraceful a matter to swal- 
low " man's meat" witli a heavy day's wort done, 
though it he merely the work of carrying consolation to 
an afflicted soul ? Does Mr. Carlyle himself refuse such 
meat? Railing against everybody and everything may 
possibly indicate a deeper sense of true religion than 
weekly prayers and daily parish ministrations, but the 
railer at all events looks as sharply as any for a sub- 
stantial return for his disagreeable services. As far as 
we can learn, infidels do not part with their wares for 
nothing any more than true believers. Till they do, let 
Mr. Carlyle get as much of " man's meat" as a judicious 
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public will afford him, and not grumble that other men 
have stomachs and appetites to attend to as well as 
himself. 

We must further protest against the unseemly assaults 
which Mr. Carlyle makes, not upon professors of reli- 
gion, but upon religion itself. It is competent to this 
gentleman to prove Christianity the most palpable 
"sham" and "cobweb" that ever superstition and hy- 
pocrisy invented; but it is moat unbecoming in any 
man to assert and reiterate so terrible a fact without 
attempting awy pmof. " What the light of your mind," 
he tells us in one page, " whicli is the direct inspiration 
of the Almighty, pTOnounces incredible, that, in God's 
name, leave uneredited ; at your peril do not try be- 
lieving that." And, lest the light of our own minds 
should fail of sufficient illuminatioB, he further on 
informs us that "the old spiritual highways and recog- 
nized paths to the Eternal are now ail torn up and 
fiung in heaps, mhmerged in unutterable boiling mild 
oceans of Bypoermj and Unhelievability, of hi-utal liv- 
hig Atheism and damnable dead putrescent Cant ; 
darkness and the mere shadow of death, enveloping all 
things from pole to pole ; and in the raging gulf-cui'- 
renta offering us will-o'-the- wisps for loadstars — inti- 
mating that there are no stars, nor ever were, except 
certain old Jm\) oms which have now gone out." More 
to the same effect is scattered throughout the volume. 
There is nothing veracious that remains of religion, ac- 
cording to this denouncing apostle ; bnt in what manner 
existing chui'ches are " weltering" in falsehood Thomas 
Carlyle has no mission to say. The fact is there ; to 
be made the best of by the weak, the timid, the nnre- 
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fleeting, the sceptical, and the vicious. It is enough for 
this man to pull down. Let others, if they \vill, build 
up. " There is no fixed highway more" he tauntingly 
exclaims in one place, rejoicing that it ia not for him to 
say in which direction to seek it : " Religion," he 
broadly avers in another, "is not a, doubt," though his 
one unvarying objedt is to mate it nothing but doubt 
— the most dismal, distressing, and hopelessly perplex- 
ing. 

One human model is for an instant set up for our 
veneration and regard. Coleridge is presented to us in 
glowing colours, sitting " on the brow of Highgate-hill, 
looking down on London and its smoke tumult, like a 
sage escaped from tlie inanity of life's battle." This is 
a "good man ;" the only " good" man of whom especial 
mention is made in tlie Tolume ; a pattern mau offered 
to us for imitation in the midst " of cobwebs and worn- 
out symbolisms," by Thomas Carlylo. Now, mark ! we 
are all going wrong, and, though doing our best in the 
state, of life to ■which it has pleased God to call us, 
struggling for oui'selves, helping and encouraging one 
another, yet weltering in beggarly deliriums; but 
Coleridge, coolly leaving Robert Southey to take cave 
of his children, retires to a snug retreat opened for 
him by his friends at Highgate — a refuge which he 
had not the chivalry and manly courage to decline ; 
and he, in that very epoch of hfe life, assumes in Car- 
lyle's eye the form of perfect human gtandeur. Shall 
we follow Colderidge's ignoble example, then 1 Is 
this the solution of the whole question. We 
must discuss the point as men, and not as children or 
dreamers. If we imitate this model man, shall we 
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3 ask, be upon the rigtt tack, and out of the 
' and restored from " our deliriuias!" Wa 
must needs answer in tlie affirmative, for of uo other 
personage do we get an inkling who, according to 
Thomas CarJjle, fairly encountered and overcame the 
"idols and popular dignitaries"— -whatever they may 
have been— of his day. 

But it is only when Coleiidge is sitting on Highgate- 
hill as " a sage" that his pati-oa will amile even upon 
him. The moment tlie philosopher creeps to hia 
chamber, and there humbly falls on his knees as a 
Chiistian, he is scornfully left to his own devices. The 
fact is most instructive. It is sufficient to confess 
dependence upon Almighty God according to any 
established or recognized formula to be immediately 
sneered at, pitied, and rudely attacked by Mr. Carlyle. 
Poor Coleridge, in spite of all his metaphysical entangle- 
ments, look shelter in his lattei- days from his many 
bodily and mental troubles under cover of those simple 
truths whi<;h give peace to the tempest-tossed, hope to 
the despairing, resignation to the soiely-afQicted ; and, 
for this obvious outrage to philosophy, Carlyle deserts 
him. He would have had Coleridge daring ta infidelity, 
and because "the sage" stepped short of the violence 
he brands him as a coward. Tliis is the very worst 
feature of the whole book. Even Sterling, held up as 
he is as the fairest specimen of ingenuous man with 
.whom it w^ the biographer's good fortune over to 
come ill contact, finds nothing but pity from that bio- 
grapher as often as he dares to look for mercy and 
support from his Maker. When in the midst of sorrow, 
and misfortune, and ill-health, the young man, in stark 
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helplessness, appeals to Heaven foi aid that no man 
^ves himself — for light which no human aoul has ever 
yet kindled for itself— then is h? at once seeking 
" bottled moonshine," followmg " illusions till they 
burst," and incjuiring of fate " without lamp or authentic 
finger-post." We doubl not the cleverness of Mr. 
Carlyte, we admit his acuteness, but men great, clever, 
and acute have lived before Carlyle, and to them the 
Christian religion has been no "sham," for they had no 
occasion for "shams" — to them benevolence based on 
piety has been no " cobweb" — to them duty to one's 
neighbour, flowing from recognized duty to God, has 
been no " moonshine ;" and that which the illustrious 
of every age have been content to accept in meekness 
of soul as truth from the skies cannot be flung away 
in a moment as lies from the depths, because it suits 
the humour of Mr, Carlyle to mock every faith but his 
own, and to render his own wholly unintelligible even 
to his disciples. 

It'ia unnecessary to dwell upon more than tbe main 
features of the life of John Sterling, Neither the career 
of that amiable man nor hia produdjons, present mattei- 
of public interest or justify the importance which two 
memoirs have given to hia name. Archdeacon Hare 
fnlfiUed the duly of a friend in collecting Sterling's 
scattered literary papers after his decease, and laboured 
to show, that although at one period of his life John 
Sterling had been vexed with religious doubts, he died 
a Christian believer and a member of tlie churclj. Mr, 
Carlyle, who cannot allow that Sterling did anything 
so foolish, writes a volume to prove the conclusions of 
the Archdeacon unsound and false. "Whatever the true 
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state of tbe case tony be, we are bound to say that 
Carlyle'a evidence ia wholly against hia assertions. 
He may have kept hack documents sufficient to 
establish his theory, but those he haa produced are 
triumphantly in favour of the Avdideacon. 

John Steriing must have heen a mnn of genius, as he 
certainly was of the greatest promise. His friends 
reniemher him as a marvellous talker, and his gentle 
disposition endeared him to all who knew him. The 
writings which he publisiied in his lifetime, and those 
which have been given to the world since, indicate 
rather what tbe author might have done with good 
health and a settled purpose, than the finished com- 
posilioDs of a writer in full vigour of understanding, 
enjoying tranquillity of mind and hody. Sterling pos- 
sessed neither. He was delicate from his boyhood, and 
for many years of hia life, as Mr. Carlyle beautifully 
desciibes it — for nothing, we are hound to say, can 
surpass the exquisite manner of the Tiarrntivo portion of 
this hook — wholly occupied in eluding the resolute 
pursuit of disease and deafJi- RejDose of spirit was 
unknown to the man whose "continual fault," accord- 
ing to his indulgent biographer, was " overhaste," and 
" want of the due strength." Tbe short career of Sterling 
is in perfect accordance with his physical and intellec- 
tual constitution. He is never at rest; he is always 
seeking a heaven on earth for hody and soul, hut never 
finds it. No soil or climate saves !iim from the gripe 
of his deadly pursuer; no occupation iu which his 
fellow-men find their reward can, for any reasonable 
time, secure his steady and loyal devotion. His intel- 
lect is very clear, but he discerns nothing fixedly or 
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naefully ; liis purpose at all times is of the noblest and 
the purest ; his accomplishment at no time satisfactory- 
Thomas Carlyie's theory, built upon his observation, 
of his fi'iend's life, is veiy characteristic. At an early 
period Sterling was a thorough Eadica!, and took 
active part with the Spanish revolutionists. The chief 
of these revolutionists, a dear and personal friend of 
Sterling's, was taken in arms and shot, and the instant 
effect of this catastrophe, according to Carlyle, was to 
bum up Eadiealism in Sterling's bosom, and to compel 
him to look elsewhere for hia vocation. " Old Eadieal- 
ism and mutinous audacious ethnicism having thus 
fallen to wreck, and a mere black world of misery and 
remorse now disclosing itself, whatsoever of natural 
piety to God and man, whatsoever of pity and 
reverence, of awe and devout liope was in Ster- 
ling's heart, now awoke into new activity." The 
effect of tliis awakening was to send John Sterling 
into the church. He took orders, became curate of 
Hurstmonceujc, in Sussex, and, at the end of eig!tt 
months— much to Mr. Carlyle's satisfaction — threw up 
that duty, "Conceiiiing this attempt of Sterling," 
writes the hiograplier, " to find sanctuary in the old 
church, and desperately grasp the hem of her garment 
in such a manner, there will at present be many 
opinions ; and mine must be recorded hei'e in flat 
reproval of it, as a i-ash, false, unwise, and unpermitted 
step." Sterling resigned the curacy on the score of ill 
health ; but Mr. Carlyle hints, not veiy darkly, at more 
potent reasons for defection. We have already slated 
that Mr. Carlyle fails to give us any valid reason for 
trusting to his inuepiJoes. In 1834 Sterling quitted 
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Huratmooceux. In 1839, writing to hia son, he tells 
him that if he tries to he better for all he reads, as well 
as wiser, he will "find hooks a great help towards 
goodness as well as knowledge ; and, above all otlier 
boots, the Bihle, which tells us of the will of God, and 
of the love of Jesus Christ towards God and man." 
In 1843, addressing his mother, then on her deathbed, 
Sterling reminds her that it was from her he first 
learnt " to believe," and affectionately suggests the 
sources of consolation to which, wheQ he was a child, 
she had piously bid him look. " If I am taken from 
you," ie said to hia six children that very same year, 
upon the sad night of his wife's funeral, and when he 
himself was tottering at the grave's brink, " God will 
take care of joa." Later still, in 1844, tliree months 
before his death, " he read a good deal — earnest books ; 
the Bible, most earnest of hooks, his chief favoHiite." 
Infidelity may have been here, but we cannot detect 
it. 

Having' sounded Radicalism and found it hollow — 
having taken counsel of the church, and received stones 
for bread^ — Sterlinn; finally discovered a resting-place for 
his feet, but, unhappily, when it was too late. His 
mission blazed before him — the true aim and end of 
life — the great secret hidden from his fellows — were all 
revealed to him when he could but dimly gaze upon the 
revelation, sigh and depart. So saith Thomas Carlyle, 
" Not till after trying all manner of sublimely illumi- 
nated places, and finding that the basis of them was 
putridity, artificial gas, and quaking hog, did he, when 
his strength was all done, discover his true sacred 
hill, and passionately climb thither while life was fast 
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ebbiii^l IkeiJer we sp jou ^triiDint, your neck to 
get aiglit of this lull inJ we hear joiir hetit beating 
ivith joy at the thontht of deliverance' Stay >our 
eageroesa ^nd wiate not tliose pul'titions Thomis 
Carl})e si ows }ou no bill He piomised jou indeed 
iniiclx natuiction but he Laves jou with none Whit 
ever, "wbereTer that hill may be, between you and it all 
is darkness. You must jog on in the plains as before, 
for any aid this book will afibrd you. But take courage, 
nevertheleas. Heaven and good fortune have never de- 
serted the workers yet I 

Having said eo much of Mr. Carlyie, we may perhaps 
be permitted to make some remarks on the publication 
of the following remarkable coiTespondence, which was 
found amongst Mr. Edward Sterling's papers at his de- 
cease, and which Mr, Carlyie has inserted in tlie Life 
of John Sterlinff, the son : — 



"Whitehall, April 18, IfiSS. 

"SiH, — Haying thia day delivered into tlie liaadsof the King 
ihe seals of office, I can, without any imputation of nn inte- 
rested motive, or any impediment from sorupuloua feelings of 
(Jelioaoy, espreas my deep Bonaa of the powerCul support wliioh 
that Government over wliioh. I had tlie lionour to preside 
received from TIte SYraea newspaper. 

"It I do not offer the expressions of personal gratitude, it is 
beoanae I fael tliat eueh expresMons wonid do iiijuatiee to the 
charaoter of a support which was ^ven exclnsively on ihe 
highest and most independent grounds of pnblio principle. I 
can say thia with perfect truth, as I am addressing one whoae 
person even is tintnown to me, and who, during my tenure of 
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could throw B saspieion upon the motives by wliieli he wrs 
nctiiatod. I BhouM, howeyer, bo doing injustice to my owe 
feelings if I were to retire fi'om office without oue word of ao- 
kiiowledgeraent — without at leaafc assuring you of the admiva- 
tion. with which I witn^eed, during the urduous i ontest in 
which I was engaged, the daily esliibitioQ of that extraoi'di- 
nary ability to which I was indebted for a support the mora 
valunbte becauEe it was an impai'tial and discriminati-ug sup- 

" I hoTe the honour to be, Sir, 
"Ever your most obedient and faitlifol servant, 

"RODEKT I'eel." 

"Sin, — It gives me sincere satiafaetion to learn from the 
letter with which you have honoured me, bearing yesterday's 
date, that you estimate so highly the efforts which have beeu 
made during the last five monUis by The TKmet newspaper to 
support the cause of rational and wholesome government 
wliich Hb Majesty had intrustad to your guidance ; and that 
yon appreciate fairly the disintorcBted motive, of regard to the 
publia welfare, and to that alone, through which this journal 
has been prompted to pursue a policy in accordance with that 
of your Administration. It is, permit ma to say, by such mo- 
tiTas only that Tlie Times, ever «Qce I hava known it, lias 
been influenced, whether in defenee of Hie Government of the 
day, or in constitutional resistance to it; and, indeed, tiiere 
exist no other rootivea of action for a journalist, compatible 
either with the safety of the press, or with tiie political mo- 
rality of the great bulk of its readers. 

" I have the hononr to be. Sir, Aa, 

"The EniToa of 'The Tmis.'" 



"Of this note," says Mr. Carlyle, referring to tie 
letter of the late Sir Robert Peel, " I do not think there 
was the least whisper during Edward Sterling's life- 
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time." How should there have befln ! for though the 
document is one which is alike honourablp to tlie great 
Statesman who penned it and to ourselves, wc cannot 
regard its publication even at the present time in any 
other light than that of a breach of coniidence. 

The silence observed with respect to it, by the esti- 
miible man to whose honourable keeping it was con- 
fided by the editor of The Times, might have warned 
Mr. Carlyle to respect it aa the private property of this 
journal ; and, from the reckless way in which he has 
made use of this private communication we cannot re- 
frain from expressing a hope that Mr. Carlyle himself 
may never be placed in the same position, with regard 
to any public journal, as that so ably filled by Edward 
Sterling with regard to The Times, Should he be so 
situated we cannot undertake to say how soon such 
private communications aa that to which we have called 
attention would become common property. 
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LORD CHAKCELLOIt OLAliESDON AND HIS 
FRIENDS* 

DnsiNG the few years that intervened between the 
return of Oharlea tlie Second and the banishment of 
his great Chancellor it was the delight and constant 
occupation of tlie latter to collect under his splendid 
roof the portraits of the many famous men with whom 
he had come in contact during Ilia agitated life, or who 
tad taken part, at least, whether with him oc against 
him, in the singular vioissitndes of that unhappy time. 
It has been hinted that the eager collector was more 
solicitous for the effigies than acmpulous as to tlie 
metliod of acquiring them. Indeed, one accusation is 
on record which openly charges Lord Clarendon with 
having received his pictures directly as bribes from the 
Puritans, who had themselves obtained many of the 
portraits by violent seizure during the civil wars, for 
promotion, and advancement when Puritan principles 
were no longei' in the ascendant. The accusation, it is 
true, rests solely upon the credibility of a man of whom 
Mr. Hallam asserts that "his splenetic humour makes 
him no good witness against any one ;" but there is 
nothing, either in the temper of the times or in the 
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character aud fate of tLe noble collector liimaelf^ to ren- 
der tlie suspicion wholly unworthy of belief. Another 
modern historian tells ns that it is chiefly to the general 
profligacy of the times that Clavendon owes liia high 
reputation ; but he by no means wishes us to conclude 
that the Chancellor himself altogether escaped contfitni- 
nation. We know, even from his own utteranoe, that 
he did not, and it is certain that the bitter animosity 
created in the minds of the Royal party by the pre- 
ference so frequently shown to Puritan applicants for 
place led aa much as any other cause to the downfall 
which released Lord. Clarendon from the temptations 
and responsibilities of office, and enabled him to devote 
his estraordinary powers to tiie literary wor^s that have 
secured hia renown. 

Whether, however, Lord Clarendon obtained his 
pwntings by honest payment or by dishonest patronage, 
two cij'cuinstancea in connexion with the gallery are 
worthy of remembrance. The accomplished Evelyn 
helped Loi'd Clarendon to the collection, and the im- 
mortal Pepys was fired by the example to inalte a 
collection of his own equally magnificent. Poor Pepys 
would inevitably have ruined his family but for the 
sagacious counsel of Eve)3Ti, who recommended the 
little man to content his ambitious soul with a col- 
lection, of engravings; and Lord Clarendon would, no 
doubt, have vastly improved his gallery had he con- 
tinued long enough in power to avail himself of all the 
suggestions of the same competent adviser. On the 
18th of Mardi, 1667, Evelyn sent to Lord Clarendon a 
list of worthies whose porti-aits the collector would do 
well to add to his treasures. On the 30tli of Novem- 
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ber in the same jeav tlie great caii himself was crawl- 
ing to France unperceived by tlie men who were 
plotting his overthrow. 

Lady Thei'esa Lewis, tlie sister of the present Earl of 
Clarendon—the owner of at least a portion of the great 
collection — has undertaken the task of giving life to the 
canvas that adorns her brother's walls. The three vo- 
lumes before us contain the memoirs of thiee men who 
were partakers with the gi'eat earl of the anxielies and 
varied fortunes of the civil wars, whose deeds formed 
the subject of his own vigorous and minute pen, and 
whose portraits were among the memorials he had ga^ 
thered for his consolation when he vainly deemed his 
hour of conflict to have ended. There is a singular 
appropriateness in the selecUon made. Lord Hertford, 
Lord Capell, and Lord Falkland are representatives of 
an heroic class. In treating of the civil wars which 
tore this kingdom asunder, and defiled the soil with 
native blood, it has been too much the custom to divide 
the conrbatants into two contending parties— -the one 
allied to Royalty and despotism, the other sworn to 
maintain the just or unjust claims of the people agwnst 
the divine rights of the Monarch and the pi'iest, Li 
modem times, especially, we have taken our cue from 
the novelist, and pictured Cavaliers and Koundheads in 
the forms bequeathed to ua by the cunning and ever- 
welcome pen of genius. Generation upon generation 
lias preferred the volumes of Shakspeare to the drier 
and less fascinating dironicle of the historian ; and our 
children will .is certainly have recourse to the free 
painting of Scott when tliey desire to judge of the cha- 
racter and events round which tlie magici:m has left 
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Lis imperishable halo. It is perilous, however, to rely 
solely upon such seductive teaching. It is very certain 
that, between the two classes which represent to us the 
opposing parties in the civil war, there rose up a third 
division, Tnuch more enlighteoed than either, though 
far leiss calculated to stamp ita features on the agitated 
time, or to settle the lamentable conflict whose issue 
was to be found only in one of two extremes. The 
period of the war was one of great constitutional 
change. It formed a mighty epoch in the history of 
our people. Up to that time the country had been 
governed, professedly, by King and Council, actually, 
by the Monarch alone. The people were now about to 
govern themselves. Chailes I., with antiquated notions 
of prerogative, suddenly found himself face to face with 
a nation inoculated with the moat advanced ideas of 
popular freedom. King and Parliament were both to 
blame in the struggle that ensued for pre-eminence ; for 
both demanded as their inalienable right infinitely more 
than -either had the slightest title to assume. The 
middle party that sprang up, intent only ujkju doing 
justice by both combatants, and spuming the unauthor- 
ized pretensions of either, were the true constitutional- 
ists of the time, and might have steered the State ves- 
sel, without accident ot mutiny, through the terrible 
sea in which it laboured for so many years, had the 
King been honest, or the multitude free from the influ- 
ence of ambitious counsel and malignant passion. Fail- 
ing in tiieir patriotic and noble endeavour, tliey became 
the victims rather than the heroes of the hour, and their 
humble efforts are still suffered to look pale at the side 
of the fiery but fei'Oeious achievements of a Rupert, or 
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the successful usurpation of a Cromwell, "We may 
surely search long and industriously through the histo- 
ries of the world before we come to a counterpart of 
that character which has rendered tbe name of Falk- 
land immortal on the soil that ga^e him birth. Poet, 
philosopher, statesman, patriot, soldier — lie seems to 
have combined in his own person all the noble quali- 
ties which distinguished every one of the contending 
parties of liis day. He fell fighting at the ago of thirty- 
four, but long before that miserable moment ho had 
endeared himself to his country by the highest rirtues 
that elevate humanity. He followed his King with a 
steadiness and fidelity that knew no flaw, but he fol- 
lowed as much to counsel and instruct as to battle for 
and p ote t. In the House of Commons, he had never 
cease 1 to pbraid Episcopal aggressions and Kegal 
u pat on and when forced at last to defend the 
mona 1 aga n t the ambitious spirits that struggled, as 
he th ught tu build their own eminence upon the ruins 
of the throne, and cared not by what means the per- 
sonal object was acquired, he still reminded his master 
that his soul could neither be the slave of priestcraft 
nor the minister to an overweening and ridiculous sense 
of prerogative. From the outbreak of the civil war 
until he fell sword in hand Falkland's heart was bent 
upon peace, and upon restoring the King to the confi- 
dence of his Parliament. Had he thought less of peace, 
he would have cared more for his own precious life, 
since it was always the manly fear of being suspected 
of wishing for a suspension of hostilities on his own 
account that led him to the very thick of danger, We 
have ever been of opinion that Mr. Macaulay does scant 
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justue to the tame of this gieif man when he fio- 
noimcos Lim mlimtely too t istidious toi pubho hfe ' 
Thert was no sque imislincss or fuJse dehi.'icy m his 
composition He continued firm to tlie ciuae of civil 
and rehgioua hberty while his voice might be heard in 
Parliament, and it nas solely with the olject of advau 
rang that cause — tie ODe that lay nearest his heart- 
that he placed himself at the side of a King unworthy 
of such companionship. No one will doubt for a moment 
that had Charles I. listened to the counsels of tliia wise 
Minister, he would not only have saved his own head, 
but would have stopped tlie general effusion of blood, 
and spai'ed the nation the lasting disgrace and shame 
that attended the tumultuous reaction of the Restora- 
tion. Three conrses were open to Loiii Falkland when 
he followed the King to York. He might have con- 
tinued in the House of Commons and abetted the 
gigantic aspirations of Cromwell ; be might have joined 
the standard of Cbarles I. with the questionable devo- 
tion and in the furious temper of a itupert ; he might, 
lastly, have resolved upon the self-decjing course of 
mediation — upon healing the wounds and softening the 
asperities of either party — upon using every exertion of 
his mind and body with the King and Parliament for 
stopping the scandal which could bring honour to no 
party concerned in sustaining it. Upon the last 
named course Falkland deliberately and nobly decided, 
and if his success did not con'espond either with his 
expectations or deserts, the duplicity of the monarch 
whom he served was alone to hiame for tlie miscarriage, 
and painfully did that monarch pay for his double- 
dealing. Clarendon asaerta that "if there were no 
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other brand upon this odious civil war than the single 
loss of such a man, it must be most infomoua and exe- 
crable to all posterity." Whitelocfe is fain to confess 
that wherever the same of Falkland was heard or 
known there was honest lamentation for his violent and 
early death. 

In truth, the gentleness, noKlity, and i3elicacy of 
Falkland's mind constitute a study for the poet, the 
historian, and the artist. It is certain beyond the pos- 
sibility of doubt that Falkland, in every step that he 
took, aimed at nothing but the tranquillity and welfare 
of his native land, and the stiiet performance of his 
dwty. His sjmpatliies were all with the Parliament — 
his spirit was created for liberty — his aspirations were 
for the advancement of his kind and for the freedom 
and instruction of the human soul. There was no per- 
sonal attachment between the Monarch and himself. 
Yet he followed the King meekly when fidelity carried 
with it neither satisfiiotion nor reward, and strove for 
peace with the passionate enthnsiasm of a cliild heart- 
broken by the quarrels of a discordant household. The 
consequences of a protracted civil war took a monstrous 
and appalling shape in his mind, and the vision 
haunted him night and day like a ghost. But his very 
eagerness to put an end to the conflict shocked hie sus- 
ceptible spirit, and rendered him suspicions even of his 
own unspotted and unimpeachable motives. Hence it 
was, though he continually implored the King to be 
reconciled to his Parliament, and at times remonstrated 
with such hluntness against the proceedings of Charles 
that the. Monarch "cared little to confer with him 
in private," that lie was ever among the foremost in the 
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fight, and always madly eager to prove how httle per- 
sonal eonsidei'ations were involved in his absorbing 
passion for national unity and repose. At the battle 
of Edge Hill Clwendon states that " Falkland forgot 
that he was Secretary of State, itnd draired to be where 
there would be probably most to do." And yet so 
chary was he of sacrificing any life biit his own to the 
melancholy cause in which all were engaged, that 
it is added, "any man might tliink he came into the 
field chiefly out of curiosity to see the face of danger, 
and charity to prevent the shedding of blood." Shortly 
before tlie battle of Newbury, where he fell, he received 
a strong intreaty from Clarendon, for the sake of the 
King and his own friends, " not to engage his person to 
those dangers which were not incumbent to him ;" 
but his only reply was a melancholy answer, which was 
scarcely given before he took his place, as usual, where 
the fight was hottest, and fell, sword in hand, a veritable 
martyi. He had not jeaehed his prime when he died, 
but, writes his inconsolable friend, " he had bo much 
despatched the true buainese of life, that the eldest 
rarely attain to that immense knowledge, and the 
youngest enter not into the world with moi* innocency. 
Whosoever leads such a life need be the leas anxious 
upon how short warning it is taken from him." 

Lord Capell was of sterner metal and more direct of 
purpose. In 1640 Mr. Capell was chosen one of the 
representatives for Hertfordshire, and was " the first 
member that stood up at this time to represent the 
grievances of his country." A week after the opening 
of Parliament he was member of & committee appointed 
to draw up the Remonstrance on, the State of tkx King- 
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dom, aBii so long as he continued in tlie House of Com- 
mons he took as active a part as any in defending 
liberty and law against the unwarrantable and suicidal 
pretensions of the Court. "When raised to the Peerage 
he was introduced to the House of Lords by a noble- 
man identified with the popular party, and he still 
co-operated with those wlio had taken their stand 
against the aggressions of the King. A time came, 
however, when Lord Capell believed that the positions 
of King and Parliament were reversed ; that offence 
came fi'om below and not from above; and as resolutely 
as he had argued for public rights he defended the 
King's prerogatives, illegally assailed. His loyalty was 
Hs unimpeachable as bis vindication of the law had 
been unequivocal. He followed the sad fortunes of the 
King with tinfiinching zeal ; he gave of his substance 
with an open hand ; he advised, he laboured, and he 
endured, but he was visited with no pangs of pity and 
remorse such as afflicted the gentler soul of Falkland, 
for his s^f-devotion was as chivalrous and cheerful as 
his previous efforts in tlie cause of Parliament had been 
sincere and stedfast. Capell's defence of Colchester is 
among the marvels of that eitraoKlinary time ; the hor- 
rors of the siege among the most painful of iis many 
shocking incidents. Capell's surrender, as all men 
know, was followed by his trial and speedy execution ; 
and a braver death was never suffered. One solitary 
request he made before he ascended the scaff'old. He 
prayed his chaplain, if " thei'e were nothing of vanity 
or of vain ostentation in it," that he would give order 
that his heajt should be taken out of his body and kept 
in a silver box until the son of the murdered King 
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Ii Id h m hi bted not he would," and 

tl th t t gl t b p ted to him " with hia 
1 mhl 1 th t wh th King, his fiithei', was 

te iltmltbl It his feet, in testimony of 
th 1 h 1 1 1 1 and the affection he had 

f h p so whl h 1 d." "When Charles II. 

t ed f It 1 tt faithful heart was duly 
pes teltol btth&t arte had little respect for 

ftlflh tewhh h bbing or silent, and the 
1 y 1 beq t g b L to Lord Capell's represen- 
t t ea I 1703 tt 1 p in the chartei'-room of 
Hdlaml II It! El f Essex of that time desired 
tb t t 1 1 b \ I tl- 1 the family vault at Little 
H Ih Leat m me eager than Charles IL 

m ght be d p 1 to t 1 th heart for the sake of the 
1 caak t, b IS substituted, and the 

p 11 Id f th b nefit of the poor. The 

bo 1 11 tl It It is said that a learned 

docto f pi y h P t at the opening of Lord 
Capell's body, after his execution, " delivered it at a 
public lecture that the Lord Capell's was the least heart 
he had ever beheld." The learned doctor had not seen 
the heart of tiie King for whom the brave Capell 
auifered, and he died before the martyr's son. 

Lord Hertford owed to the House of Stuart still less 
than Falkland and Capell ; but his fidelity and devotion 
were as perfect as those of either. His grandfather had 
married Lady Catharine Grey, the cousin of Queen 
Elizabeth, without that Sovereign's consent, and for his 
temerity suffered years of imprisonment, from which ho 
was released only after the miserable death of his for- 
cibly divorced wife. Tlie grandson, not alarmed by the 
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example, contracted a aeci'et marriage with Arabella 
Stuart, the cousin of James the First, and the persecu- 
tion of the half savage King far surpassed in its cold- 
blooded cruelty the previous malignant oppression of 
the virgin Queen. The unhappy tale of Arabella 
Stuart need not be repeated here. It is sufficient for 
our purpose to state that, so long aa the iueareerated 
victim lived. Lord Hertford was a banished man, and 
after her death continued under the marked displeasure 
of King James and King Charles, from both of whom, 
according to Lord Clarendon, " he received many and 
continued disobligations," every possible care being 
taken " to discountenance and lessen his interest." It 
is not t« be wondered that, when in the 50th year of 
his age, Lord Hertford quitted bis retirement to take 
part in public affairs, he should side at once with the 
men who bad combined to restrain the tyranny of the 
Crown ; but it is wortliy of note that his high soul 
shrank from revenging personal afl'ronta, and from the 
first resolved to abet no attempt against the King's 
established and preaciiptive rights. When le was ap- 
pointed Governor to the Prince of Wales, it was a joy 
to the whole kingdom, but he fulfilled his office as one 
scorning to avail himself of poptdar favour in order to 
carry out the nation's wishes in opposition to a father's 
natural claims. He protected Strafford, whom he was 
known not to love, and he remonstrated fearlessly with 
bis master, for wliora at any time be would cheerfully 
have laid down his life. Lord Hertford followed tlie 
King to York, and in bis 54tb year raised cavalry for 
the Royal service. He was soon appointed Lienteiiant- 
General of all the western parts of the kingdom ; but 
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too quickly was superaeded iu his eomman<l by Prince 
Maw-ice, tlie King's nephew, and one of tlia two great 
cutaes tliat afflicted the cause of King Charles from the 
first hour of liis rupture with the British Parliament. 
To say that King Charles ■was unworthy of the Iieroic 
devotion of Iiia brave adherents, is to repeat a truism ; 
but to know that the mad endeavour was made to 
coerce the people of England, burning under a sense of 
injuiy and wrong, into obedience and duty by the 
sworda of foreign Princes, whose greed of slaughter 
was equalled only by their indifference to the cause for 
■which they took up ai-ma, is to be conscious of a fault 
than which none greater is to be loet with in the uni- 
versal history of kings. Englishmen, commanding for 
their sovereign, might still have fought mercifully 
enough, to prove to the people their paramount desire 
for peace. The foi'eign hirelings knew no higher duty 
tban to bum and slay ; and Charles in his wisdom pre- 
ferred the slayers to the pacificators, and insisted upon 
self-destruction the wider the door opened for bonour- 
ab!e' escape. 

Lord Hertford, recalled from his command in order 
to make room for the King's nephew, retired from 
militai-y service, but still kept near the person of the 
King to render such other service as his means afforded. 
The time was rapidly advancing when fidelity could do 
nothing and duty must be dumb. The Parliament 
was at the mercy of the army — the army at the bidding 
of one man. The mock trial and the dreadful expiation 
over. Lord Hertford proff'ei'ed to the dead the respect 
which had been forbidden during the last boura of the 
living. A more affecting or instructive scene than that 
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iQ which Lord Hertford performed his final act of loyal 
service is not to be found. After the esecutioii of 
Charles leave was given to Lord Hertford and three 
others to attend the fUneral of their master; but they 
were not permitted to accompany the corpse out of 
town— for it must be privately conveyed to Windsor — 
and church prayers at the grave were strictly forbidden. 
In silence and in secresy the body was deposited in its 
tomb. No words were uttered, no unmeaning and 
hollow Court ceremonial was performed, and nothing 
but the tears of the few true-hearted mourners con- 
secrated the earth which was thrown over the coffin 
and the black pall that constituted the sole funeral 
decoration. Singular that the King, who suffered so 
much in life, and quitted it more ignominiously than 
any other British monarch, should have been privileged 
so far beyond his follows as to receive the unbonght 
homage of true affection at his tomb — to have his 
grave moistened with real human sorrow, and gently 
covered over by the hand of a'tuil human love ' 

After the death f Ch 1 a 1 dn ng h 1 f 
his son, Lord Hertf d t but d hb rally to th 
necessities of the Itte dtdly tel y 

attempt made by Cm 11 to hmfmh 

allegiance. When Ci I 5 ^ co 1 1 ded 1 1 
the old lord hastened to meet him at Canterbury, and 
he who had been persecuted by James, and ungene- 
rously treated by the first Charles, was among the first 
to pay homage to tJieir descendant, whose disgraceful 
reign, happily for him, he did not live to witness. 
Before his death. Lord Hertford was ci'eated Duke of 
Somerset — a title of which his family had been unf^rly 
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116 LOAD CLARENDON AMD HIS FRIENDS. 

deprive I ti th tune t Eilward VI but he did not 
]oD^ «n|oy It On the 2-itii ot October, 1660, in hia 
73d jcii the Duke breUhe 1 his list and transmitted 
his dignities ind hm f rtune to a child— his grand- 

The histone^ of the thiee £,reat men whose characters 
we have bnelly giveo — meintera of "that band of 
enhghteaed i efoi meis w no earliest expressed their 
sentiments on the o\prgrown powr of the Crown, and 
^^ere among the la>t to uphold its dignity and just 
prerogative — are toll with sim]heity and truthfulness 
b\ Lady Theresa Lewi^ who states fJie case between 
the larhament and the Ciown both fairly and intelli- 
gently. Lives more instructive cannot be perused ; 
for deep interest they are not to be surpaaseiil, inasmuch 
as they contain matter that will never cease to have 
freshness and flavour for the English reader and for all 
who would learn how constitutional liberty has been 
won in England, and how a practical people work tlieir 
ceiliain way to the full enjoyment of their rights. It 
is to be hoped tliat the success of tlie present adventure 
will be sufBcient to induce the authoress to pay another 
visit to Grove-pai-k, and to remove from a few more of 
the pictures the dust which time has left upon them. 
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DICKENS AND TTIA.CKR RAY— DAVID COPPER- 
FIELD AND AETHUE PEKDENNIS. 

What the epie was to the old world — a continuoiis nar- 
ration of stirring events, with linked sweetness long 
drawn out — that is the romance to the modern world. 
With the change of matter there has been a cbange of 
form ; it is no longer the story of " physical force" that 
absorbs and delights mankind, it is the battle of life, — 
not the encounter of flesh and blood, but the clash of 
principles and the conSict of passions. The decease of 
the tliree volume fiction has often been foretold, but has 
never come to pass, because it exists aa the supply of a 
want, and a very complex want All men want amus*- 
uient ; but, more than this, manMnd, however civilized, 
require some stimulus of the simpler emotions ; overlaid 
as these may be by habit, perverted by selfishn^a or 
dilapidated by overwear, they are still tlie chief source 
of pleasure. Tliat, therefore, must be. welcome which 
awakes them. The novel has, for tiie unimaginative, 
incidents,— for the student of human nature, charac- 
ter, — ^for the critical ear, vigour or beauty of language, — 
for the theorist, an ample store of cobwebs. It offers 
love and children to the spinster, red coats and gloiy to 
the legal or the literary drudge ; and, if it does harm 
by exhausting the sympathies of some, it does good by 
exalting and keeping them fresh in sluggish and mecha- 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



118 



nica! natures. The romance, we say, occupies the place 
of tbe epic ; it is more various, because the forms of 
society are more manifold, and men's knowledge and 
their reqiiirements alike more diverse. 

It is not long since two of our bestrkiiown epopceists, 
or, to use the more common term, of our novel-writers, 
have concluded each a, work published by instalments, 
and sent them fortli in their perfect form from the 
presses of Bi'adbiiry and Evans. Little matter to us 
whether it was the lust of scribbling;, the desii'e of fame, 
or the appetite for what university statutes still term 
" solids" which prompted them to utterauce. We need 
not, with Mr. Wickfield, decipher the motives which 
induced Mr. Dickens and Mr. Thjickeray to compile re- 
spectively the lives of David Copperfield and Arllmr 
Pendennis; enough for us that each of them has pro- 
duced something neither devoid of interest nor unworthy 
of his fame. 

There is one virtue in the autobiographical form in 
which Mr. Dickens has cast his tale, namely, that it 
imparts in this case an additional reality ; there cannot 
but be some idea when an author is speaking under an 
author's mask and in the first person that he is retail- 
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CHARACTERS. 110 

story, and that one portJon should be aaaimilated to 
former works of the writer, another portion bear a dif- 
feient impress ; nor wiil such expectation be belied. 

It is not unreasonably with a view to the final result 
that the life of David Copperfield is made somewhat 
eventful at the outset, more eventful, indeed, Uian the 
summary heading of tlie earlier diapters, " I am born ; 

I observe ; I have a change," would lead us to believe. 
David's mamma ia a widow, widowed before the boy is 
horn. She is also, in tlie opinion of strong-minded 
Betsy Trotwood, a wax-doll, whom David senior was a 
fool to marry. The waxen widow, a weat, amiable 
creature, mariies again one Murdstone, black-whiskei'ed 
and shallow-eyed, who, by the aid of a sister, likewise 
black-haired, bullies the poor lady to death. The child 
in this case is, happily, not so fragile a creature as was 
Paul Dombey, and we have loss of mystacal precocious- 
ness revealed. Natural enough ia the detail of that one 
particular cock, whose voice and gesture had in them 
something _ terrible ; of that one particular closet, redo- 
lent of jam and ghosts; of the dial which was conjec- 
tured fo feel glad when the morning sun shone out 
again, and of the nurse with the forefinger like a 
nutmeg-grater, whose buttons would fly ofl' with a bang 
under any casual excitement, starting reflections in tlie 
child's mind just as the buttons of Munchausen's dog- 

I. 1 k t aed t p g y t b 1 11 

II d t 1 bt, h Id I! ly b tes 
t m y t the. ca 1 d t di ga I t 
dess drat 

W tl U id t f M 1 t 11 
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one Creakle, at an establishment after the Dotheboya 
type, where he acquires an affection for James Steerforth, 
a hero with curls and pocket-money, and Tommy 
Traddles, a youth with rebeilious hair, inexhaustible 
good nature, and a passion for designing akeletoii faces. 
Ere this, however, he has been introduced by Peggotty, 
the nurse, to her Yarmouth friends, and dwelt, while 
by the sea-shore, with Mr. Peggotty, fisherman, Ham, 
his orphan nephew, Emily, his orphan niece, and lachry- 
mose Mrs. Qummidge, his housekeeper. The motlier 
dead, Murdstone consigns the cliild to hia partner, 
Quinion ; and bottle-washing at a warehouse by tlie 
river at Blackfriars. Here he has a taste of life in the 
streets, and puts up under the roof of Wilkins Micaw- 
ber, Esq., a genei'al waiter upon Providence, witli a 
weakness for drawing upon the future by means of 
" acceptances," and more than a viceroy's zest for writing 
diplomatic and confidential letters. Mr. Micawfaer, 
with his wife and family, are a part of portion No. 2, 
as above described. They live better on nothing tlian 
moat people do on a little ; they fluctuate between tears 
and smiles ; they pass from despair to hot punch, and 
from the immediate prospect of starvation to a sanguine 
gaiety. Alnaschar is a joke to them; in a forlorn 
tenement, beyond the City-road, they calculate the 
expense of putting out a bow-window from their house 
in Piccadilly. As to exterior, Mr. Micawber is stout 
and, bold, he wears shabby clothes, an enormous shirt- 
collar, and an eyeglass, dangling " for ornament, not 
use." A daring design upon the Custom-house, and 
viaiona of assistance from Mrs. M.'s family, carry them 
to PJymonth ; on their departuj'e, David defarmines (o 
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seek liis sole relative, the Betsy Trotwood, whom he 
unconacioualy aiionated at his birth. Rohbed at the 
outset by an ingenious costei' monger, he accomplishes the 
journey to Dover on foot, subsisting on the pi-oduce of 
his jacket and waistcoat, and arrives at the cottage in 
rags. Miss Trotwood lives on an eminence in the 
suburbs, overlooking the sea. With her on the first 
floor is Mr. Richard Batley, a harmless, gentlemanly 
monomaniac, whom she has rescued from the less 
pleasant seclusion his friends designed for him. The 
boy is housed, and after an interview with Mnrdatone 
and sister, the nephew becomes the exclusive property 
of his aunt, who is eccentric and determined, but kind. 
She sends David to school at Canterbury, to one Dr. 
Strong, pedagogue audlesicogi'apher, an old, abstracted, 
kindly sort of man, with a very young and pretty wife ; 
but he is to lodge with Mr. Wickfield, Miss Trotwood's 
solicitor, in an old house, low browed and wainscoated, 
lit shrine for a daughter Agnes, " a quiet, good, calm 
spirit," the heroine of the tale. By way of contrast 
there is Heep, articled clerk, articled out of charity, 
whom to describe description fails; he is a sinister, 
crouching, faivning imp of humility; viperous in soul 
nnd body; long-fingered and splay-footed and red- 
eyed, with damp exudations of the cuticle, a froglike 
hand; altogether "a moist unwbol^ome body;" him, 
too, we are inclined to put in the category of the 
hjpernaturals. Schooldays over. Miss Trotwood will 
have David to see a little of the world before he decides 
on a profession. In London he falls in with the hero 
of the curly hair, and, after being introduced at High- 
gate to thnt Oxonian's mother, and her familiar, Mias 
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Dartle, and feeling inextinguishably young in tbe 
presence of Littamei', most respectable of servants, is 
accompanied by Steerforth to Yaraiouth. Miss Dartle 
is powerfully drawn. "She had black hair and eager 
black eyes, and was thin, and had a scar upon lier hp. 
I concluded in my own mind that she was 30, and 
wished to be married. She was a little dilapidated — 
like a house — with having been so long to let: her 
thinness seemed to be the effect of some wasting fire 
within her, which found a vent in her gaunt eyes." 
The scar was the work of Steerforth when a child. It 
is the index of Miss Dartle's susceptibilities, and owns 
some allegiance to the hand that caused it. From this 
point commences the tragic portion of the tale. Little 
Em'ly, Mr. Peggotty'a niece, a beautiful girl, with only 
too much refinement and intelligence, is now the 
promised wife of her cousin. Ham. Steerforth, who 
makes himself univei'sally agreeable, takes to the sea 
as his native element, wins the affection of the boat- 
men, and ends by purchasing "a clipper," which he 
leaves Littimer behind him to supeiintond. Ham's peace 
of mind is evidently threatened. The world of London, 
Highgate, and Yarmouth thus scrutinized, Doctors' 
Commons is su^^csted, and accepted as the immediate 
sphere of David's labours. The aunt finds a thousand 
pounds for Messrs. Spenlow and Jorkins, and places 
her boy in lodgings with Mrs. Crapp, Buckingham-street, 
Adelphi. The portrait of Mr. Sponlow's accurate 
exterior, and of the monkish place with its heterogene- 
ous monopolies, is only equalled by the strange tenacity 
of the unseen Mr. Jorkijis, a figure who may be sup- 
jire-.p.l fo illiiBtrnto the silent influences of a good many 
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"sleeping partners," male iind female. At tliis point 
Agnes appears as bh good angei, antl, warning hira 
against 8t«erforth as his bad angel, is but imperfectly 
credited, Uriah Heep, whose humility has exalted 
him to a partnership with Wickfield, has a design 
upon the affections of Agnes, who moves, however, too 
serenely above him, lavishing her tenderness on her 
father alone. Meanwhile, another angel appears to 
David in Dora Spenlow, the accurate Spenlow's only 
child. She has acquired in Paris some graces, but has 
neither intellect nor education. There is a sentimental 
eonjidante, Julia, Mills, a spaniel <7Vp, and a duenna, who 
by the law of recurring uniformities, which Mr. Dickens 
faithfully observes, turns out to be no other than Miss 
Murdstone. The innocent intrigue, abettetl by the 
poetic Julia, is brought to light by that blackliaired 
inquisitress, and Mr. Spenlow " pooh poohs" the thing, 
but behaves quite as a member of a genteel corporation 
should behave, Miss Trotwood's inexplicable loss of 
property being, of course, an element in the considera- 
tion. Troubles are thickening, for Steerfoi'th has suc- 
ceeded too well in detaching little Em'ly from the 
ruder, but more faithful suitor, and carried her off to 
the continent. Mr, Peggotty makes it the business of 
his life to find, rescue, and forgive her. Ham, who is 
also a gentleman in feeling, though heartbroken, is 
calm and magnanimous. Than these two Mr. Dictens 
has conceived nothing more exalted or more touching. 
David's love, less noble, but more fortunate, prospers 
again after the sudden decease of Mr. Spenlow, who 
leaves the scene in a fit of apoplexy, the result, it would 
Reera, of comfortable living and uncomfortable neok- 
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cloths. Dora falls into the hands of two spinster aiinls, 
who enjoy the engagement very Diuch, and make a 
pet of it iinlil the heroic David has attained a sufficiency 
by reporting and other various labour; the melodrama 
then explodes in a matrimonial scene; there la some 
baby housekeeping, during which the intense silliness 
of the child-wife is only half redeemed by sorae touches 
of pathos, and in a year or two Dora does exactly that 
she had best do — retires upon a narrow property near 
the church and an annuity of r^rets. Henceforth 
Agnes occupies the scene which Dora has quitted, — her 
firmness, faith, and purity coming out in contrast to 
the debility, mental and bodily, of Mr. Wielcfield, now 
hopelessly entangled in tlie meshes of Heep, and to tlie 
yiilanous subtlety and cunning of that humble young 
man. 

By the by, Mr. Micawber, whose die has been east, 
whose flower has been cantered, and whose longevity 
has been extremely problematical a number of times, is 
nowlaw writer to Heep. Vei'satile creature aa he is, 
though, and charged full with shifts and contrivances, 
he has all the dignity of a more successful man, and by 
a patient process of eonnter-machination exposes the 
rascality of his master. Heep is compelled to compro- 
mise matters and bolt. Mr. Wickfieid resigns business, 
Agnes keeping sclioo! in tlie old house, and Miss Trot^ 
wood is restored to comfort and the old cottage at 
Dover. Mi'. Peggotty's wanderings in seaixjh of the 
lost one have been rewarded at last He sails with 
Emily for the antipodes : but ere they sail Copperiield 
goes down to Yarmouth to carry tlie last messages for 
Ham. When he arrives a hnvricanp rages ; a Spanish 
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vessel is wrecked close in shore, iind her crew swept 
overboard, until one alone remains. Ham, in a second 
desperate endeavour to reach the vessel, is buffeted to 
death by the waves, and when the ship goes to pieces 
it is Hie lifeless body of Steerforth that lies among the 
ruins of the home he had made desolate. Doubly de- 
pressed, Copperfield goes abroad for some years, retui'n- 
ing more famous, for he has been writing among the 
mount-iins. He accomplishes the destiny Jong fore- 
shadowed by maiTjing Agnes— 

"A perfect woman, nobly planned, 
To warn, and comfort, and command. 
And yet a sph'ib still and bright^ 
With something of angelic light." 

The story thus represents to us two lives subject to 
vicissitudes, and moving parallel with one another in 
patient self-reliance until they unite in one. The ante- 
cedent marriage of David and Dora is an episode 
thrown in" to demonstrate the simplicity and truth 
which may coexist with weakness before they overcome 
it. Nor is there anything unnatural in the idea of a 
foolish passion or a tbolish match, though there is iu 
Uie impersonation of it. Dora Spenlow is a caricature — 
one of those caricatures into which Mr. Dickens allows 
himself to be seduced by his habit of working up 
figures in detail, and his desire to make every stroke 
tell ; a decent amount of folly and childishness might 
have been united to a great deal of tenderness, without 
so far violating probability as to malie the reader im- 
patient for the drop-scene. Skill enough, however, is 
shown in the half unconscious reference to Agnes of all 
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higher feelings and interests, and in the gradual awak- 
ening fo a sense of etror — " the first mistaken impulse 
of an undisciplined heart," unaceompanied as it is by 
anj cessation of affection for Dora ; and so also in the 
obtuseuess so long displayed as to Agnes' real feeling, 
a trait obviously masculine. 

We have something of a similar outline in the second 
tale, the course of which, however, is sooner told, 
for Mr. Thackeray does not fill his canvass with such a 
variety of portraits and incidents. Near a small country 
town in the West of England there are two detached 
Louses, one large, tbe other small. Clavering Park is 
vacant, for Sir Francis, of that ilk, is abroad. In tlie 
other, Fairoafcs, lives a retired medical practitioner, John 
Pcndennis, Esq., late of the city of Bath. He has a 
wife — Helen, gentle, sweet, but a little uninteresting, 
and a son, Arthur. The wife cherishes also a little 
giri, Laura, daughter of her cousin, the Eev. T. Bell, 
deceased. John Pendennis has a brother, a Major, who 
lias retired from the service on half-pay, and a large 
stock of feahionable friends, who becomes guardian to 
Arthur on his father's decease. The boy, though only 
16 at the time of that event, is allowed to leave school, 
for the mother is fond and weak — Smirke, the curate, 
making him an s.'pology for a tutor. Being a youth of 
parts and already a poet, his heart is set on fire by the 
star of a dramatic company, — the Fotheringay, a largo 
dark-eyed ignorant woman, with a genial but drunken 
sire. Captain Costigan, once of Costiganstown. The 
intercourse has commenced under the auspices of 
Harry Foker, son of Foker's Entire, an old schoolfelJow, 
a short, stout, empty, good-natured, and overdressed — 
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in other words, a " fastisV yowng man. The Major is 
startled by a letter from Helen announcing the not 
improbable marriage of her son : bis promptitude and 
tact avert this calamity, and tbe youth goes to an uni- 
versity which Mr. Tbackeray baa denominated Oxbridge. 
Here be becomes popular, runs in debt, and is plucked; 
but finally accoinpUsbea a d^ree, and, subsiding into 
the country, finds a remedy for ennui in a new flirta- 
tion. Ciavering Park is occupied at last, for the present 
baronet has marjied a Begum. Tbe Begum has a 
daughter by her fii'st husband, Blanche, (or by baptism 
Betsy) Amory, a blonde, who had begun to gush into 
sentiment at a very early age. After wearing out this 
passion, in order to please the widow, he proposes to 
Laura, who has strength of mind enough to refuse him. 
He nest gets to town, enters at tlic bai', is pushed in 
society by the Major, and takes to the literary line by 
the aid of Warrington, a sort of Hercules in mind and 
body, and uncommonly well drawn. Fanny Bolton, 
daughter of the porter at Shepberd's-inn, diverts his 
attention, but he conquers himself, and has a bad fever ; 
after which there is a tour on the continent. Dnring 
this tour Helen, who has misunderstood the Bolton 
aflair, dies of heart disease in tbe ti'ansport of renewed 
confidence. Laura goes to live with Lady Eockminster, 
a rigorous old woman of the world, with as much kind- 
ness as character, and Arthur, by the machinations of 
the Major, becomes engaged to Miss Amory, who is to 
bring him a fortune and a seat in Parfiament. Neither 
cares much for the other, and the lady, attracted by tbe 
superior wealth of Foter, breaks with Pendennis. The 
conelusion is a marriage with Lanra, and tiie attain- 
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ment of tlie borougi l>j tlie iegitiiiiato course of 
things. 

It will hi seen from this outliae tbat the incidents of 
Mr. Thackeray's story are not of an exciting kind. It 
ia intended to represent simply the v/aj of the world, 
and it does so. Its merits consist in the truth of that 
representation. The interest giveu to Mr. Dickens's 
work by its biogi'aphical form was here impossible, for 
the centre figure is not meant to be a hero at all, 
and Laura only a heroine in the sense in which all good 
youBg women are such. Carrying' out the proposition 
which he announced in Vanitij Faii\ Mr. Thackeray 
lias once more depicted the average featiires of the 
people one meets, neither ascending to any great heights 
nor descending to any extraordinary depths. The whole 
story is cousist«nt with this intention. We have di'aw- 
ing rooms betore us, never cottages; fashion rather 

an in other words, that second nature which 

n tea. We have a style which harmonizes 

w p cs, and a philosophy which, whether in- 

t tid d so or not, never rises above the obvious 

nd h CO naionplaee. Perhaps no greater distinction 
can awn between the two works than this, that 

the one conlines itself to the artificial phase of society, 
the other to the real. Allowing this, the wider scope 
of Mr. Dickens's novel is at once explained. There is 
room for more range of character— for more diversity 
of adventure — for a more tlioiightfttl and suggestive tone. 
Mr. Thackei'ay tells us in his preface that he could wil- 
lingly have treated us to squalor and crime — St. Giles's 
and a galtows' scene, but tliat he mistrusted his powers. 
The resolve was judicious, for what he has done he haa 
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done well catching not n little of thp forcp and spirit 
with which his tivoucite midels Smo!iptt,iieIding ■»nl 
Stefne, illustrated the realities ot i entun ago Pen 
dennis is not exactly a Tom Joneo but he is coucened 
from the same point ot new The only question is 
whether Mr Thickeray !ns done wisely in appljing 
tho doctrine of limits to cliara*,tei: so unvaijingly ■md 
we are inclined to 1 eheve that, wiiiie he has observed 
teenly enou^fli the peeuhiiitiea of the woild whicli he 
depicts, he has n)t gau£;ed universii humnnitv so skil 
fiilly aa Mr Dicken'! In Dm id Copperfiell there are 
more centrists of tharacter more vaneties of intellect, 
a more diverae stener^ md moie picturesqueness of 
detail. It is the nhole wurld rather than a bit of it 
which you see before jou There is first tlie childhood, 
vividly painted, happy and unsuspicious with its ideas 
and feelings not at iiU overdone ; in Pendennis, on the 
contrary, you have rather the fact that ho was onc« a 
child than cbildliood described. There are secondly, — ■ 
and it is. an artifice of which Mr. Dickens is some- 
what too fond, — some people without wits in his tale. 
"With Mr. Batley we find no fault, for he is a pendant 
to Miss Trotwood, who could ill he spared ; but Dora is 
an infliction. The eflect, however, of tlieae portraits is 
to throw the intellect of others into relief, and also to 
give a colouring such as the harmless enjoyments 
and simple affection of crazed people alone can give. 
There is no satire in tho description of their extravagan- 
ces ; on the contrary, there is something at once joyous 
and tender, something mysterious and impressive, in the 
history of a lunatic, which makes the Swiss and the 
Oriental revere him, and rthich made Wordsworth put 
6* 
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liim into verse. As he goes lower in tlie scale of intel- 
lect and manners, so also Mr. Dickens rises higher than 
Mr. Thackeray — his hero is greater than Pendennis, 
and his heroine tlian Laura, while " my Aunt" might 
alike, on the score of ecwntrieities and kindliness, take 
tlie shine out of Lady Kockniinster, The Yarmouth 
group, j^in, is no exaggeration, and, while introducing 
another of Mr, Dickens's merits, the power of descrip- 
tion gives at once the effect of a general contrast run- 
ning through the tale, and absorhs as much interest as 
the central figures by the force and dignity of the deli- 
neation ; the depth of feeling revealed in Mr. Peggotty 
and in Ham, the energetic patience of one, tlie passive 
endurance of the other, not less than Mre. Gummidge'a 
sudden conversion from querulousness to activity and 
self-forgetfulness, are the evidence at once of knowledge 
and of imagination. !Nor is the mute Mr. Barkis's 
expressive gesture, or the leg-rubbing and strong verna- 
cular of the boatman, less true to the life. What we 
cannot allow to Mr. Dickens is the invariable fidelity 
which accompanies Mr. Thackeray's characters. There 
are cases where his facts are not so true as his ideas. It 
might be quite ti'ue, for instance, that Mies Dartle would 
Late Steerforth's victim witli all tlie rancour of jealousy ; 
but it is very unlikely tliat she sliould seek her out in 
order to reproach her v/ith her shame, and gloat over 
her misery with the fiendish violence ascribed to her, 
Tlie thing is altogether overstrained. We have already 
said that Dora is not a fact, and we must extend the 
censure to a frequent want of trulli in language, not 
that the dialect of Mr. Peggotty is less racy thim the 
brogue of Captain Costigan, but that in any passage of 
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sentiment Mr. Dickens lets tlie sentiment run away with 
him. Who ever heard of one young man saying 
gravely lo another, "You are always equally loved 
and cherished in my heart," or of a bride who has just 
entered the travelling carriage coming out with so Teu- 
nysoniaii a decasyllabic as — 

"It grows out (if the night when Dora dieilr 

— a fault this, which grows out of the over-poetical 
tendencies of the author, tendencies discoverable enough 
in all his works, and evidenced as much, perhaps, in 
the characters of Bamahy Rudge and Paul Domhey as 
in any discursiveness of mere ejtpression. It is Mr. 
Thackeray's merit that his prose is downright prose; 
he does not seem, indeed, to have the faculty of com- 
mitting such mistakes as these ; but conipare the fide- 
lity of tlie greeting between Pendenuis and Warrington, 
and the remarks thereon, with the conversation of 
David and Steerforth, or compare the rage of Miss 
Dartle with anything said or a<xomplished by Becky, 
in Vanit)/ Fair, and you will not hesitate to say which 
way the balance inclines. It may be said, however, 
that Mr. Thackeray was preserved in some degree from 
such faults hy casting all his characters within a narrow 
sphei'e, and that sphere one in which iaaguage is easily 
caught, and all of one pattern. Yet we are inclined to 
take such exception against the profusion of " ^ada" 
and "b^ads," with w'licii that most gentlemanly old 
man the Major interlards his discourse, even if not 
agEunst their Irish first cousin "bedad," wMch empha- 
sizes the rich brogue of " the pore old mau who was 
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132 COPPEEIFrcLD ANtI PENDEIIlJiy. 

dthriveii to dtiirinliing by ingratitude." As in lan- 
guage so in exterior and manners, Mr. Tiiackeray's people 
are less marked. He does not wist to individualize, 
Mr. Dickens lias a perfect passion for being pBrticular, 
as if tliG portrwt migbt be wanted in the Sue and Cry. 
"We intist suppose either that people in the best society 
have not their little triclra — tricks of tlie body, that is — 
or else that Mr. Dickens lias an unnatural iacnlty of 
detecting them. All the acceBSory eharscters in his 
books gesticulate. They have a hundro'l little ways of 
identifying tliemselves. Like the gentleman in Laven- 
ffro who must for the life of him touch something, they 
arc always popping out witli some peculiarity, which 
might mate us think that Mr. Dickens, with the doctor 
quoted the other day by Lord Caiapbe!!, believed iu 
univei'sa! monomania. Uriah Heep, for instance, is 
first introduced to us as trying to put a spell upon the 
pony — his sinuous contortions and shadowless eyes are 
for ever before us as illustrative of his wily wickedness. 
Mrs. Steerforth ia to be the quintessence of pride. Miss 
Trotwood of firmness and eccentric good nature, the 
Murdstonos of firmness and ill nature. Mre. Steerfortb, 
thei^ore, is tall and rigid. Miss Trotwood rigid and tall. 
So is Mr. Murdstone, so is Miss Mui'dstone, so was Mr. 
Dombey. Mr, Spenlow'a sisters are to be like a pair of 
canaries, neat, dapper, twittering sort of females ; 
accordingly they have a curious appetite for lumps of 
sugar and seedcake. Agiun Mr. Dickens is as deep in 
nasology as the learned Slawkenbergius ; his people 
are perpetually wagging their noses, or flattening them 
against windows, or rubbing fhem, or evincing some 
resUessness or other in connexion with them. He is 
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not much leas scientific in eyes, and ought by tliis time 
to IiHve a regular classification of tliem. The effect of 
all this is that you trace something genuine in Mr. 
Thackeray's figures more easily than you do in Mr. 
llickons's. You have not such a series of peculiarities 
to separate before you can regard the nature by itself. 
Fokers, Pendeniiises, Helens, and Lauras abound every- 
where. You can't go out without meeting them, noi" 
do they, the first especially, deny the portraiture; if 
there is any desire to deny it, that arises, not from Mr, 
Thackeray's allowing them too little goodness, but from 
his not allowing them enough wits. The ladies, how- 
ever, ought to be propitiated by something of additional 
beauty and force assigned to them in Pendennis. 
Compare the tone of the two books, and one will be 
found, as a whole, light-hearted and hopeful, the other 
dolorous and depressing. Both books are comic in 
much of their expression, for both writers are humourists, 
but the humour of one is more gloomy than that of the 
other, as if from a shadow fallen upon a life. While in 
David Copperfidd the tragedy is consummated in a 
single chapter, in Pendennis it is spread over the whole 
surface of tlie story. In the fonnei' case a man is slain ; 
in the Jatter case human aspirations and complacenciea 
are demolished. Rising from the perusal of Mr. Dick- 
ens's work, you forget that there is evil in the world, 
and remember only the good. The distinction drawn 
between the bad and good is a broad one. Rising 
from Mr. Thackei'ay's, you are doubtful of yourself and 
of humanity at large, for nobody is very bad or veiy 
good, and everybody seems pretty well contented. The 
morale might almost be summed up into the American's 
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creed, " TJiere's nothing new, there's nothing true, and it 
don't signify." One might almost fancy that Mr- 
Thackeray had reduced his own theory of hfe to that 
aveiage wLich he strikes from the practice of all around 
him We are brought into a mess and left there, 
woman's love and purity being the only light upon 
oui path Mr. Dickens touches a higher key ; his 
TilhinH, Heep and Littimer, stand out as villains ; his 
women— and we may take My Aunt and Agnea as equally 
^ithtul pictures, — hold an eminence which women may 
and do reach in this world, and which mere purity and 
love do not sufBce to attain. 

We do not wish, however, to be hard on Mr. Thacke- 
ray's selection of his scene. As forms of sensual 
existence, vaiied only by drcumstance and taste, his 
characters are as true as tlie velvet of Mr, Hunt's 
Mariana, so lately a topic of discussion, or the topers 
of Teniers — only do not let tiie picture be taken as 
expressing the whole truth of the matter; there, is a 
large suppression. We must grant, by way of countei'- 
poise, that Mr, Dickens frequently sins in excess. He 
contemplates human nature in its strength, and on its 
unsophisticated Bide;~Mr. Thackeray in its weakness 
and on its most artifieial bfeis. The consequence is, 
that the former' verges on the sentimental, the latter on 
the (ynieal, one being the reaction of the other; only 
while the first is no unmanly weapon in Mr. Dickens's 
hand, the last is a sufficiently temperate one in the 
hand of Mr. Thackeray. As to actual influence, we 
should, for the reasons aforesaid, assign the higher 
place to Mr. Dickens, partly because the expressed 
morality comes fortli as something definite, the fruit of 
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THE PilRFEUEWOE TO COPPEM'lELD. 1^5 

personal expei'ieuc*, yet conveyed through a pei'sonage 
of the tale, partly because the highest lessons inculcated, 
such as those of faith in Mr. Peggotty and resignation 
in Ham, are some of the highest that can be inculcated, 
and partly, also, beeauae the world which Mr, Thaclceray 
experiments on, ia a world of salamanders, fireproof, 
inclined to disbelieve that the Icisson they can criticise 
may possibly increase their condemnation. Each re- 
joices to be what he is. Foker and Major Pendennia 
rejoice in their portraits, save that the latter don't think 
he is so " doosedlj" made iip, after all. You may as 
well write at them as preach at tliem ; and did not the 
Major go to church? Perfect as Pendennis is, then, 
in execution, we are bound, when weighing it with 
CopperjkU, ia adjudge the chief merit where the most 
universal interest is conciliated and the most exalted 
teaching hidden beneath the tale. The epic is greater 
than the satire. 
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GJROTE'S HISTORY OF GREECE. 

Mr, Quote's histoiy has yet anived only at tlie close 
of tlie fourth century, B.C., and the fall of the Tiiirty 
Tyrante. Two of the six compartments in which he 
proposes, to use his own quaint phrase, " to exhaust the 
free life of collective Hellas," still remain to be accom- 
plished. But the history of Greece is written. Stirring 
events and great names are still to come; the romantic 
enterprise of Cyrus, and the retreat of the Ten 
Thousand, the elective trust of Thebes, and the 
chivalrous glories of her one great man. Demosthenes 
has yet to picie liow vain is the divinest eloquence 
when poured to degpupt it« hearts Agis and Cleo- 
menes have jet to exhibit the sj. itacle ever Iraught 
witb melancholy interest of noble mtutes out (t har 
mony with the piesent md spending then eneigies m 
the vain attempt to turn back the stream of timt, md 
call again into existence the teehngs and the institutions 
of am irrevocable past. The monarchy of Philip is yet 
due to fate. Macedon is still to Greece what Rui5sia, 
before Petei' the Great, was to Europe — a half-unknown 
and barbarous land, full of latent energy and power, 
and waiting for the rise of a master mind to discern its 
embryo greatness, and turn its peasants into the uncon- 
querable phalanx. Alexander must arise to carry forth 
with his victorious arms the seeds of Greek civilization 
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over the eastern world. Aristotle must arise to gatlier 
up to one boundless mind the vast results of Greelt 
philosophy, and found an empire vaster and more 
enduring tlian that of his great pupil in the subjugjtted 
intellect of man. But the history of Greece is finished. 
Athens and Sparta, the two great antagonistic types of 
Greek society, politics, and education, have attained, 
their full development, passed their all d h f 

trial, and touched upon their doom. Tl 1 a 1 f 
night ai'e gathering on the bright day t H lla Tl 
momentous work of that wonderful p pie m 

plished ; the interest of tlie great !1 ual an 1 
moral contest has centred in one mi n tl 1 t 
of the Phtedo has been enacted, acd Socrates has 
died. 

The history of Greece is written, and the character 
of the historian is decided. Mr. Grote has achieved a 
noble work — a work which, unless the glory of classical 
literature is a dream, will well I'epay, in iiaefuSness and 
in renown,.the devotion of a scholar's life. His book 
will be called great while Gi'edan story retains its 
interest. Even making allowance for the wonderful 
labours of the Germans, and the extraordinary addition 
which their learned toils have made to our knowledge 
of the subject, we should say tliat the work before lis 
had almost disentombed many portions of Greek life. 
We cannot sufficiently extol the wonderful knowledge 
of all the feelings, habits, assodalaons, and institutions 
of an extinct people, which every page exhibits, and the 
familiar mastery with which a mind steeped in Grecian 
lore analyses, combines, criticises, and unfolds the maea 
of heterogeneous and often conjectural materials on 
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which it has to woi'k. Not ouly liave we been enabled 
to read Greek hiatoiy wifh new eyes and a Dew under- 
standing, but light has been poured upon its liteiature ; 
and, to apply to Mr. Grote the compliment which he 
pays to others, "the poets, historians, orators, and 
philosophers of Greece, have been all rendered botli 
more intelli^ble and more insti'UCtive to the student, 
and the general picture of tJie Grecian woi'ld may now 
be conceived with a degree of fidelity \vhich, conaidec- 
jng our imperfect materials, it is curious to contem- 
plate." Two volumes niore at least must be yet to 
come, but Mr. Grote'a pedestal is sure ; and nothing can 
diaiinish the satisfaction which he must now feei at hia 
decided and proclaimed Ruccess, but the consciousness 
that the moment is approaching when he must part 
with the companion of many a sweet, though toilsome 
hour, and experience the mingled feelings which Gibbon 
has so well portrayed, in writing " the last page of the 
last chapter" of the history of Greece. 

It is pity that such high intrinsic merits should 
be raaiTcd, both as regards the pleasure and the insti'uc- 
tion of the reader, by a fatal deficiency of style. It is 
pity, but it is true. Mr. Grote seems ta have lived in 
the works of the Greek writers til! he has almost 
forgotten the forma and cadence of his mother tongue. 
It is not only that he so frequently has resort to an 
uncouth Greek compound when he might easily express 
the same idea in two or three English words, if not in 
one , thpre is a perpetual clum'imess m his construction 
ot common sentences and his use of common words. 
Chrendon him^ielf is not haulei oi mcie tortuous. 
Even in pureh ^nmliie ] irti, winch ouijht to flow 
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most easily, the understanding of tl)e I'eader cau seldom 
keep pace with his eye. Cyclopean epitheta are pile<l 
together almost at random, on any substantive whicli 
will have the complaisance to receive them. The 
choice of expression and metaphor is sometimes 
such as almost to rival the achievements of Castle- 
reagh in his happiest houi'. We have people exist- 
ing, " not as individual names on paper, but simply 
as an irapostiirous nominal a^regate,"- — Thucydides 
" reserving his flowers to strew on the grave of Nicias," 
the Athenians "sailing out" to action, having "left 
their sails at Teichiassa," and tlieir "sailing back to 
Teichiassa for their sails," — Atliens, "the inistress and 
successor of the Ionian Confederacy," — inestimabie 
stepping-stones towards a goal, and oligarchical conspi- 
rators against popular liberty " tying down the patient 
while the ])rocess of emasculation was being consum- 
mated," We are sorry to say that these instances are 
taken ffom the last two volumes, so that Mr. Grote 
does not improve as lie advauces. In tlie first volume, 
when relating the legends of early Greece, we are glad 
that he does not imitate the forced simplicity with 
which Dr. Arnold tells the legends of early Rome ; hut 
it is too flat to describe Atalanta as " beautiful and 
matchless for swiftness of foot, but living in the forest 
as a huntress, and unacceptable to Aphrodite." The 
redeeming point, and a great redeeming point it is, is 
the total absence of anything like aflectJitJon. All the 
peculiarities are genuine, and everything that is genuine 
iu composition, though it cannot be admired, may be 
borne. But for this we should be compelled to class 
one of the best of English books among the very worst 
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of English writings. Mr. Gvote must remember that 
no man ivJio writes for posterity can afford to neglect the 
art of composition. The trimmer bark, though less riclily 
laden, will float further down the stream of time, and 
when 80 many authors of real ability and learning are 
competing for every niche in the temple of fame, the 
coveted place will assuredly be won by style. 

It is this deficiency of art wliich can alone prevent 
Mr. Grote's history from completely superseding both 
the works already existing of tlie same magnitude. 
Neither the spirit of Mitford nor the solid sense of 
Thirlwall could long preserve them from eclipse. The 
light of the former indeed has long grown dim. He ie 
always blundering, and his blunders are always on the 
Tory side. Arnold's good word has kept him a few 
years longer on our bookshelves. Dr. Thirlwall has 
liiglier qualities, but, not to mention that he has 
damaged himself by writing f^ainst Mitford instead of 
ignoring him, he is terribly dry, and Mr. Grote leaves 
him' far behind in appreciation of all that belongs 
to Greece, in loving industry, in warmth of sympathy, 
and, well-read scholars as they both are, in deep know- 
ledge of his subject. The cheaper and more com- 
pendious histories of course are not affected. The light 
and credulous Groldsmith is still left to contend with the 
more correct but duller Keightley f"r tlie pitronage of 
u y I P 1 p b 1 y d 1 neritori- 
11 k I bl 1 1 bj I or the 
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upon the subject, cultivating candour and riglit sym- 
pathies, cutting sliort the aiite-liistorical period, bring- 
ing strongly out tke great states and the great men, 
limiting himself to two moderate vohimes, and address- 
ing himself espeoially to the unlearned and the young. 

In the very outset of his work, Mr. Grote depai'ta 
from the line marked out and almost consecrated by 
liis predecessors. He reserves the geographical sketch 
for the be^nning of the history in the proper sense of 
the term, and opens witli the mytliolc^y. In his treat- 
ment of this portion of his subject, Mi'. Grote exhibits a 
double novelty. 

I. He treats the cosmogony, theo!<^, and mythology 
of the Greeks as so many fictitious periods of their his- 
tory, portions, as he phrases it, of the diirine foretime. 
This proceeding appears to ua to involve a certain con- 
fusion of ideas. The gods of the Greek are his canon- 
ised heroes, belong to his present, and in connexion 
with these, we tliink tliat Mr. Grote might advam- 
tngeously have given us some account of the religion 
of the Greeks in the proper sense, as it affected their 
lives, their feelings, and tiieir morals. From these are 
clearly to be distinguished tlie shadowy beings whom 
Ilia bards, the nide philosophers of liis early day, 
invented to satisfy Iiis want of a cosmogony, who 
formed no objects of his worship, and belonged not, 
practically speaking, either to his present or to his past. 
His past was occupied by the heroes; and the mode in 
which these were connected and commingled witii the 
gods forms a peculiarity in Greek mythology of which 
Mr. Grote, we venture to think, has liardly given ua the 
true account. 
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IT, Mr. Grote gives a merely positive accourit of the 
Greek theology and mythology, professing not to offer 
any philosophical or historical solution, /ind repeatedly 
discouraging snch an attempt in otlicre. We rathe.' 
liow than acquiesce. To us it still appears that the 
Greek theology is capable, to a very great extent, of 
being explained ou physical principles. It was, indeed, 
far removed from gross adoration of the elements, or of 
striking natural objects. There was in Greece no mys- 
tic Nile, no mighty Ganges, and the s\iu-God of that 
delicious land did not tyrannize over the bodies and 
minds of its inhahitants like the burning luminary 
which seorehes the vast plains of Asia. The physical 
basis, too, was clotlied upon, and almost hidden by the 
exuberant fancy of a nation of poets. ■ But we believe 
that there was a physical basis, and we canuot help 
thinlting it may be discoverable still. 

So with the mythology, properly, so called. We 
abandon, with Mr. Grote, any attempt to elicit real 
names or events from the legends of heroic Greece ; but 
we do not abandon the hojje of carrying the analysis 
furtlier than Mr. Grote seems to think possible, and 
tracing the oiigin of some to monuments, some to places, 
some to words, some to pure imagination, and defecting 
under others some facts relating to the history of races, or 
of customs, or even a certain, element of historic truth. 

Having so far expressed our dissent from Mr. Grote, 
we gladly express our admiration of the masterly synop- 
sis and history of Greek mythology which his learning, 
diligence, and sagacity have produced. The method of 
aiTangement whioh he has adopted in grouping the 
various myths in the form of Socal genealogies attacked 
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to the chief atates of Greece is ivorthy of tlie name of a 
discovery, and will materially lighten the labour of all 
future students iu this department. Most interesting, 
too, is his historic and philosophic account of tie pro- 
gress and treatment of the myths in the age of civilised 
and scientific Gi'eece. From tliis we tat:e a passage 
■which will exhihit Mr. Grote as a philosopher, his chief 
chai'acter in. the earlier portion of his work. 

We protest, by the way, against the assnmpdoii of 
an "inevitable law of intollectual progress," as absurd 
in itself, and connected with much that is worse than 
absurd. There is a tendency in early philosophy to 
loose generalisation. There is a tendeocy in mature 
philosophy to accurate observation. But this will rot 
warrant us in dividing philosophy into distinct eias, and 
supposing that in one era people were necessarily " meta- 
physical," and that in another era they were necessarily 
"positive." Much less will it wan'ant us in confound- 
ing religion with Fetishism, and imagining that a belief 
in a eato and a 1 rov dence is merely the earliest and 
n ost mperfect stage of pi ysical science. We may 
observe n psss g t! at tl e ' human mind" is a meta- 
pl ys cal bstracton wl cl pi ilosophers of the positive 
scl ool o 1 the r OH n ]. n pies, have no business to em- 

ii J 

"In tiie scheme of ideas common to Homer and to 
the Hesiodic theogony (as has been already stated), we 
find nature distributed into a variety of ]>ersonal agen- 
cies, administered according to the free will of different 
beings more or less analogons to man, each of these 
heings having his own cliaracter, attributes, and powers, 
his own sources of pnin .ind pleasure, and bis own espe- 
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144 HISTORY or GBEECH. 

cial sympathies or antipathies with human individuals, 
each being determined to act or forhear, to grant favour 
or inflict injuiy in liia own department of phenomena, 
according as men, or perhaps other heings analogous to 
himself, miglit conciliate or offend liim. The gods, 
properly so called (those who bore a proper name, and 
received some public or family worship), were the most 
commanding and capital niembei's amidst this vast net- 
work of agents, yisible and invisible, spread over the 
Tiiiirerse. The whole view of nature was purely reli- 
gious and Bubjective, the spontaneous suggestion of the 
early mind. It proceeded from the instinctive tenden- 
cies of the feelings and imaginations to transport to the 
world without the famiiiar type of free will and con- 
scions pei-sonal action ; above all, it took deep hold of 
the emotions, from the widely-extended sympathy 
which it so perpetually called forth between man and 
nature. 

'■ The first attempt to disenthral the philosophic intel- 
lect flora this all-personifying religious faith, and to consti- 
tute a method of interpreting nature distinct froin the 
spontaneous inspiration of untaught minds, is to he 
found in Thales, Xenophanes, and Pyth^oras, in the 
sixth century before the Ciiiistian era. It is in them 
that we first find the idea of person tacitly set aside or 
limited, and an impersonal nature conceived as the ob- 
ject of stndy. The divine husband and wife, Oceanus 
and Tethys, parents of many gods, and of the Oceanic 
nymphs, together with the avenging goddess Styx, are 
translated into the material substance water, or, as we 
ought rather to say, the fluid : and Thales set himself 
to prove that wafer was the primitive element out of 
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■which all the different natural siihstaiices had been 
foitned. Ha, as well as Xeiiophanes and Pythagoras, 
started the problem of physical philosophy, with its 
ohjeelive character and invaiiahle laws, to be discover- 
able by a proper and metliodical application of the hu- 
man intellect The Greek word *i!ff(S, denoting nature, 
and its derivatives, physic and physiology, unknown in 
that large sense to Homer or Hesiod, as well as the 
word Kotfjios, to denote the mundane system, first ap- 
pears with these philosophers. Tie elemental analysis 
of Thales — the one uncliangeahle cc«mic substance, va- 
rying only in appearance, hut not in reality, as sug- 
gested by Xenophanes, and the geometrica! and arith- 
metical combinations of Pythagoras — all these were dif- 
ferent ways of approaching the explanation of physical 
phenomena, and eacli gave rise to a distinct school or 
succession of philosophers ; but they all agteed in de- 
parting from the primitive method, and in recognizing 
determinate properties, invariable sequences, and objec- 
tive truth, .in natuce — either independent of willing or 
designing agents, or serving to these latter at once as 
an indispensable subject-matter, and as a limiting condi- 
tion. Xenophanes disclaimed openly all knowledge 
respecting the gods, and pronounced that no man could 
have any means of ascart^ning when he was right and 
when he was wrong in affirmations respecting them; 
while Pythagoras represents, in part, the scientific ten- 
deneiee of his age ; in part, also, the spirit of mysticism 
and of special fraternities for religious and ascetic ob- 
servance, which became diffused throughout Greece in 
tiie sixth century before the Cliristian era. This was 
another point which placed hiio in antipatiiy with the 
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is struct. We have here suggested the true solution of 
that (wnfiifit which must have arisen in the mind of 
every thouglitful Greek, between adonce and religion, 
and the progress of which forms so instructive a portion 
of the history of Greet philosophy. 

The moral part of the difficulty, of courae, is mani- 
fest. The gross oonceptions and foul imaginings which 
sullied the religion of hb fathers, could not fail to pro- 
vote the ridicule of every wise, and the disgust of 
every moral Greet. If he was religious, as Socrates 
was, he rejected the legend, and preserved the god ; if 
he was irreligious, like the Epicureans, he rejected both 
l^end and god together. It is important to mark, 
even in paganism, the different coiu^es taken by dif- 
ferent minds under precisely the same difficulty. And 
we should be glad to see how M. Comte, or any of 
his school, would account for the strong faith and reli- 
gious sentiment which, in the bosom of Socrates, evi- 
dently survived all real belief in the objects of Athenian 
worship, except on the supposition of a religious sense, 
which, on those sound principles of observation for 
which they so vigorously and so well contend, must 
give a decisive overthrow to what they call positive 
philosophy. 

The cause of that opposition which subsisted in the 
ancient world between natural science and religion has, 
we believe, been leas clearly appreciated, and Christians 
have even been betrayed by their confused notions on 
this point into espousing the cause of gross polytbeists, 
like Aristophanes, against the great natural philosophers 
of Greece. The fact is simply this : — Polytheism sup- 
poses a number of independent divinities acting through 
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the universe independently of each other, and acting by 
arbitrary will. Physical science, the moment she lifts 
her eyes to' Heaven, discovers that there is a single 
power acting thi'ough every department of the universe, 
not arbitrarily, but by all-pervading laws. The Greek 
who had seen tJiis could be a polytheist no more, but 
he might still be a, religious man, and some of tlie 
Greek philosophers were ; though, in the opinion of 
their more debased countrymen, they wou!d all have 
deserved the hemlock. The antagonism was not be- 
tween science and religion, but between science and a 
false religion. Between science and true religion no 
antagonism exists. Nature, rightly read, repels belief 
in many gods, but she witnesses to one. There is, 
tlierefoi'e, no natural tendency in physicn! science to 
make men atheists, thongh there is a necessary tendency 
to make them monotheists. The scepticism of modern 
men of science like Laplace, must be accounted for by 
their own mental peculiarities, by the irreligious spirit 
of their time, or by the exclusively intellectual charac- 
ter of tiieir pursuits. Something may even be due to 
the traditions of andent scepticism, and we are disposed 
to think that these same ti-adifions may not have been 
wholly without influence on those who show so much 
reluctance to admit physical science as an element of 
general edueatdon, who, with strange inconsisteucy, 
accept the whole circle of pagan literature, with all its 
falsehoods and impurities, into their schools and col- 
leges, and would fain keep at a distance Newton and 
Kepler and Herschel, and the book which can contain 
no falsehood and no impurity — the book of the Creation. 
The besetting sin of historians and historical ph'lo- 
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sophers in tiie pi'esent day is false analogy ; and into 
tbis sin Mr. Grote fails wlien lie draws wLat he sup- 
poses to be an exact parallel between the Grecian 
myths and the saintly and chivalrous legends of Chria- 
teiidom. The imagination was at wort in both cases. 
That is the only point of similarity. The saint and the 
knight errant, who in his noblest form was the saint in 
armour, were, as Mr. Grote himself observes, embodi- 
ments of a certain type of character. They were dis- 
tinctly moral and spiritual conceptions, and objects of 
imitation t« those by whom they were conceived. But 
the Grecian myths embody no type of character ; they 
are not moral or spiritual conceptions ; nor do we find 
their heroes anywhere proposed as objects of general 
imitation. The nearest approach, perhaps, is the Her- 
cules of Prodicua, and this is an exception which proves 
the rule, for it differs completely from the Hercules of 
the poets. Again, tlie supernatural element in the 
Greek denii-god, or hero, bears not the smallest resem- 
blance to the supernatural element in the Christian 
saint. The one is a gross confusion of the divine and 
human ; the other is the human rising to tie divine. 

The political partiality of Mitford's history is manifest 
and notorious. Dr. Thirlwall wrote agiunst Mitford 
and overthrew him, but, in so doing, caught something 
of his spirit ; and, if we are indignant when the cruel 
death of Harmodius by the hands of the tyrant is mis- 
translated into rough treatment by the hands of the 
people, we are also indignant when the massacre of 
Melos, instead of being branded with moral reproba- 
tion, or even accounted for with philosophic sense, is 
palliated by a o^mparison with the misdeeds of Russia. 
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160 lirSTOIlT OP GREECE. 

Mr. Grote, too, earned by his third vohime into the 
politica of Greece, glows with the zeal of a contempo- 
rary democrat, and his honest yehemenoe, while it never 
omits and never distorts a fact, sometimes produces 
error and sometimes provokes a smile. 

Yet the subject of Grecian politics is one which 
ought not to inflame, much leas to embitter a philo- 
sophic mind. Between the Hellenic republics and 
modern Europe there lies a giilph not of time alone, 
but of circumstances, principles, institutions, feelings. 
To unite us in sympathy with the Greek philosopher, 
there is all but oar Christianity and his politics : to 
unite tis in sympathy with the Greek politician there is 
little more than civilised humanity. "Whei'e in Grecian 
annals shall the monarchist of these days look for liia 
monarchy, or the aristocrat for his nobility, or the re- 
publican for his republic ! 

The monarchies of Greece were of two kinds. The 
Homeric monarch was the first among his peers, the 
small rude noble of a small Hellenic town. The sim- 
plicity of his rural and patriarchal life charms us in 
Homer. His celestial or uncertain parentage illustrates, 
but his warlike prowess preserves his power, and de- 
cides the great question of his government— whether 
he is to plunder or be plundered, to oppress or be op- 
pressed. In war, becoming a general, he becomes a 
king ; and, though Achilles salutes his chief with the 
epithets of drunkard, shameless dog, and coward, 
Ulysses inculcates subordination in lines which have 
become the common-place of monarchists and have fur- 
nished M. le Maistre with a motto for the ingenious 
work in which he demonstrates the convenience of an 
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infallible Pope, The other species of Grecian monarchy 
is that of the usurpers, whom their countrymen called 
and we miscall the tyrants. Demoerals, carried into 
power on the ruins of a defeated aristocracy by the 
abused confidence of the people, they lawlessly enjoyed 
the dominion which they had seized against the law, 
and fell hy hands as lawless as their own. The bene- 
ficent and tasteful rule of Peisistratus and his eons, 
though it was sullied by at least one murder, may 
engage our fancy; but the caresses which Mitford 
bestows on those usurpers in the indulgence of his 
monarchical principles might as justly be lavished on a 
EJenzi or a Cromwell. To the constitutional monarchy 
of modem Europe, Greece obviously afibrds no parallel. 
Aa little does it afford a parallel to Christian absolutism, 
and the image of a Saint Louis was as foreign to tlie 
Grecian mind as the image of a Frederick William or 
of a Victoria. 

If we view Greek aristocracy in the mirror of Sparta, 
we shall at once become sensible of the chasm which 
separates the small brotherhood of Dorian conquerors, 
encamped in the midst of out-numbering Laconiana and 
suspected Helots, fiom the social and military aristocracy 
of France or the political and landed aristocracy of 
England. Nor can the Spartan virtues or the Spartan 
vices excite any other than a philosophic mtei'est. The 
characteristic virtues of the citizens of Lycurgus were 
summed in those simple lines which (old that the slain 
of Thermopylse had died in obedience to their country's 
laws. Their characteristic vices were the offspring of a 
military Utopia ; and tyrannical discipline, black broth, 
'roB money, and tlie compulsory equality of the publio 



Hos-t!.:l,vCoOgIf 



mess, produced their just results in LeonidfB, Cleomcues, 
Pausanias, and Lyaander. 

The democratr^ of Athena may be regarded by the 
modem democrat with an impaitial eye ; not because 
the altr.r of Athenian liberty is overthrown and ils 
ashes poured out, but because it burnt with alien fires. 
Mr. Gcote Las candidly remarked tliat Atliens was " not 
a democracy only, but an imperial democracy." She 
was free as the Grand Turk is free. But within the 
walls sacred to liberty, and before the statues of Har- 
modius and Aristogeiton, the domiciled alien, respectable 
and opulent, sighed ia vain for the privileges which 
were rigidly confined to pure Athenian origin ; and the 
slightest taint in the blood royal was a mark for the 
taunts of the satirist, for the infonnations of the syco- 
phant^ and for the vengeance of the insulted law. The 
female sex suffered the seclusion and displayed tlie 
vices of the Oriental harem. The void tlius caused in 
Athenian society gave rise to the assemblies of Aspasia 
and redeems her doubtful fame. But there was some- 
thing still more fatal to all true sentiments of liberty, 
and still more destructive of all claims to be honoured 
in her name. And the glories of Marathon and Salamia 
are marred when we reflect that the same victory which 
saved from the yoke the Athenian freeman riveted the 
fetters of the Athenian slave. 

There are other ]iointa of difference which separate, 
not any particular Greek polity, but Greek politics as a 
whole, from the interests and passions of the present 

Greek politics were tiie politics of cities, not of 
nationa. Hence the narrow symmetry of all the 
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Grecian constitutions, the rapidity of development, the 
rashness of experiment, the liability to change. Repre- 
sentative assemblies, local self-government, the balance 
of great national parties embodying great national 
interests, the slow growtli of opinion, the deliberate 
retentioB of order and progress, are tilings in some 
d^ree attributable to the general advancement of the 
political science and of the human mind, but they are 
also in some degree peculiar to a great nation. 

A still more momentous discrepancy is produced by 
tbe separation between politics and religion, the Church 
and State, the spiritual and temporal power, which has 
resulted fiom the publication of Christianity, and which, 
befoiH the publication of Christianity, could have no 
paiallel, though faintly foreshadowed by the societies or 
groups which tormed more or less definitively round the 
great philosophers, and took from the lips of their mas- 
ters the rule of moral life. 

From the two phenomena above icdicated, there 
resulted a third, which, if we did not fear to fall into 
the prevalent error of using modem names for ancient 
Ibings, we should call the Socialism of the Gi'eek 
republics. The famous funeral oration of Pericles 
represents Athena as a model of social freedom and of 
sofial tolerance. This encomium must be taken as 
true only in a comparative, not, as Dr. Aiiiold and 
others took it, as tnie in a positive sense. The most 
liberal of the Greek polities involved an interference 
with individual liberties, with education, manners, the 
use of private property, and the government of a 
private family, which, in the present day, would seem 
intolerable to any one but the Emperor of Russia or 
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Louis Blanc. The more tyrannical the State was, 
in this respect, tlie more petfeet, even in the eyes of the 
author of the Neieomachean Ethics, would the consti- 
tution have appeared. And we need hardly dilate 
upon the Socialistic follies and Socialistic impurities 
of that famous Utopian system which exhibits the 
charactei'istic tendencies of Greek politics enthralling the 
great mind and sullying the divine morality of Plato. 

On these grounds, we desire a more calm and dis- 
criminating, we cannot desire a more honest, view 
of Greek, and especially of Athenian politics, than that 
which is given in the volumes of Mr. Grote. Not till 
we have attained to such a view will our criticisms 
be just or our sympathies rightly placed ; and 
when attained, tt will not abate our interest, our 
enthusiastic int«reat, in the great acta or institutions 
of the Athenian people, still less in their great men. 

The institutions of Athens which have been most 
warmly controverted, are, perhaps, the Ostracism and 
the Dikasteiies or courts of justice. Of the ostracism 
Mr. Grote gives a fair, if not a new, account. It was 
intended to eliminate, without recourse to civil arms, 
whosoever was dangerous to the constitution ; it served 
an " inestimable tutelary pui'pose." It was guarded by 
all possible precaution against abuse ; it imposed no 
penalty but exi\e. True : but it betrayed weakness, it 
served faction, it wrought and preached injustice. The 
apologetic parallel which Mr. Grote proceeds to draw 
between this institution and the practice of modern 
monarchical governments who exclude from their terri- 
tories pretendei? to the throne, we must entirely 
traverse and deny. A pretender to the throne is a 
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declared enemy to the esiating gOTernment. Of the 
three examples cited hy Mr. Grote, tlie Duke of Boiir- 
deatis is the heir of a piiiice who was expelled by arms, 
and lays open claim to his inheritance; Napoleon had 
invaded France ; Charles Edward had raised and 
headed a rehellios. In each instance, the moral sense 
of the people, even of the Pretender party, would be on 
the side of a government manifestly protecting its own 
existence. There was no privileffium, no injustice. 
How, the ostracism was undergone, in ail, by ten 
Athenian citizens. Hipparchus was a relative of the 
Peiststi'atida, and his expulsion is colourable, if it was 
not just. Of Alcibiades, Megades, and Callias, we 
know oiily that the two first were scions of a popular 
and patriotic house, and that the last bears the name 
of that bold citizen who alone dared to bid for the con- 
fiscated property of Peisiatratus. Thucydides, son of 
Melesias, was a party leader ; but we have no reason to 
believe that his party was othenvise than constitutional, 
or that he personally aimed at tyranny, ITie ostracism 
of Hyperbolus was acknowledged to be an abuse, and 
had the " shell" hit Nicias or Alcibiades, at one of 
whom it was cast, tte abuse would have been the same. 
Damon was a poet, a rausiciaB, and a philosopher. 
Three names remain. They are those of Themistodea, 
Cimon, and Aristeidea ! Let us never speak of the 
ostracism but as an almost unmixed evil. If we do, 
we shall be in peril of obscuring the truth of ancient 
history and tampering with the sense of universal 
justice. 

On the subject of the Dikasteries Mr. Grote is inter- 
esting and instructive aa usual; but, as tisufd, when 
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speaking of a political institution, lie carries his English 
notions and feelings into Greece. 

" Taking the genei'al working of the dikast«ries, we 
shall find, that they are nothing hut jury trial applied 
on a scale hroad, syst«raatic, unaided, and uncontrolled, 
beyond all other historical experience — and tliat they 
therefore exhibit, in exaggerated proportions, both the 
excellencies and the defects eharacteristie of the jury 
system, as compared with decision by trained and pro- 
fesaonal judges. All the encomiums which it is cus- 
tomary to pronounce upon jury trial will be found pre- 
dicable of the Athenian dikasteries in a still gi'eater 
degree ; all the reproaches which can be addressed on 
good ground to the dikasteries will apply to modem 
juries also, though in a less degree. Nor is the parallel 
less just, though the dikasteries, as the most demo- 
cratical feature of democracy itself, have been usually 
criticised with maited disfavour — every censure, or 
sneer, or joke, against them which can be found in 
ancient authors, comic as well as seiious, being accepted 
as true almost to the letter ; while juries are so popular 
an institution, that their merits have been over-stated 
(in England at least), and their defects kept out of 
sight. The theory of the Athenian dlkastery, and the 
theory of jury trial as it has pi'evailed in England since 
the Revolution of 1388, are one and the same; 
recourse to a certain number of private citizens, taken 
by chance or without possibihty of knowing beforehand 
who they will be, sworn to hear fairly and impartially 
plaintiff and defendant, accuser and accused, and to 
find a true verdict according to their consciences, upon 
a distinct issue before tliem. But in Athens this theory 
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was worked out to its natural eonseqiieuces, while 
English practice in this respect, as in so many others, ia 
at variance with English theory ; the jury, though an 
ancient and a constant portion of the judicial system, 
has never been more tiian a portion kept in subordina- 
tion, trammels, and pupilage, by a powerful Crown, and 
by judges presiding over an artificial system of law. 
In die English state trials, down to a period not long 
before the Eevolution of lf>88, any jurors who found a 
verdict contrary to tbe dictation of the judge were 
liable to fine, and at aa earlier period (if a second jury, 
on being summoned, found an opposite verdict) even 
to the terrible punishment of attaint. And though, 
for the last century and a half, the verdict of the juiy 
has been free as to matters of fact, new trials having 
taken tbe place of the old attaint, yet tbe ascendancy 
of the presiding judge over their minda, and his 
infiuence over tlie procedure, as the authority in matters 
of law, has always been such aa to overrule tbe natural 
play of iheir feelings and judgment as men and citizens 
— sometimes to tbe detriment, much oftener to tlie 
benefit (always excepting political trials), of substantial 
justice. But in Athens the dikasts judged of the law 
as well as of tbe fact The laws were not numerous, 
and were couched in few, for the most part familiar, 
words. To determine how the facts stood, and whether, 
if tbe facts were undisputed, tbe law invoked was pro- 
perly applicable to tbem, were parts of the integral 
question submitted to them, and comprehended in their 
verdict. Moreover, each dikastery construed tbe 3aw 
for itself, without being bound to follow tbe decisions 
of those which bad preceded it, except in ao far as such 
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analogy might really influence the convictions of the 
members. They were free, self-Judging persons, imas- 
sisted by the schooling, but at the Kama time untram- 
melled by the awe-striking ascendancy of a professional 
judge — obeying the spontaneous inspirationa of their 
own consciences, and recognising no authoiity except 
the laws of the city, with which they were familial'." 

Agim ne must deny the parallel. Kkasteries, like 
jur es were ju liciil institutions. In dikasteries, as in 
lunes unpr feasion^l persons were employed; and 
there the hkenca ends The dikastery consisted, 
acuJrding to the importance oi the case, of from 600 to 
2000 men never less tliin 200 — a number too gi'eat 
for personal responsibility and, as Mr. Grote holds, for 
mtim dation oi corruption The jury consists of twelve 
men a number not too great for pereonal responsibility, 
nor as Mr Grote proceeds to prove, for intimidation 
and comipti n For the veidict of tlie dikastery a 
mnjoiitj only was required for that of tbo jury, 
unamm ty The verdict of the dikast was given 
secietly that ot the juror is given openly. TIlo juror 
13 limited to ■» certim issue "tnd that an issue of fact, 
not of law ; the dikast was not limited to a oertJiin 
issue, and took cognisance equally of fact and law. The 
juror has little to do with matters of aggrrnvation or 
extenuation ; the dikast, if we may judge from the 
speeches which were addressed to them, had litUe to do 
with anything else. The juror is presided over by 
a judge ; the dikast was not. The juror does not pi'o- 
nounce sentence ; the dikast did. The verdict of the 
juror is liable to be reversed by a new trial in civil 
eases, and to be annulled by the pardon of the crown in 
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criminal cases ; the verdict of the dikast was without 
appeal. In abort, the juror is a juror, and the dikast 
was a dikast ; and the two things no more rasemble 
each other than tho chaplet of tlie Archon resembled 
the Lord Chanoellor'a wig. 

"Trial byjuiy," proceeds Mr. Grote, "as practised 
in England since 1688, baa been politJcally most t»1m- 
8ble, as a security against the encroachments of an 
anti-popular Executive ; partly for this reason, pai'tly 
for others not necessary to state here, it has bad greater 
credit as an instrument of judicature generally, and has 
been supposed to produce much more of what is good 
in English administration of justice than really belongs 
to it. Amidst the unqualified encomiums so frequently 
bestowed upon the honesty, the unprejudiced rectitude 
of appreciation, the practical instinct for detecting false- 
hood and resisting sopbiatiy, in twelve citizens taken by 
hazard and pat mto a jury box — comparatively little 
account is taken either of the aids, or of the restrictions, 
or of the corrections in the shape of new tiials, under 
which they act, or of the artilicial forensic medium into 
which they are plunged for the time of their service. 
So that the theory of the case presumes them to be 
more of spontaneous agents and more analogous to fha 
Athenian diiasts than the practice confirms." 

"What is tbe " theory" of jury trial or any other uisti- 
tution but the rule of its uniform practice ! Mr. Grote, 
when he speaks of the benefits of juries, may not take 
into account the restrictions and corrections under which 
they act ; but we apprehend that other people do. Mr. 
Grote may forget that a strict distinction is made 
between law and fact, and that the jury are rigidly 
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confined to fact ; but we apprehend that other people 
do not foi'get it. We, for our part, have a veiy lively 
and intense conviction that if tlie functions of the judge 
and of the crown, to say notliing of the legislature, 
were transfeiTcd to juries, and exercised by them with- 
out restriction and without appeal, ti'ial by jury would 
become an almost unmingled curse, A ■' security 
against the encroachments of an, anti-popular Execu- 
tive" it might still remain ; but justice, which seems the 
main object, would be as well administered by a Spanish 
Alcalde or a Turkish Cadi. 

The truth of what we have said is in fact implicitly 
admitted by Mr. Grote in a long and able passage on 
the operation and effects of the dikasteries, which brings 
him to the conclusion that — "as an oi'gan for judicial 
purposes the Athenian dikasteries were thus a simple 
and plenary manifestation of jury trial, with its inherent 
exeellmcies and defects both hrought out in exaggerated 
relief." And we think that in the course of the same 
passage he virtually admits the general trutli of those 
charges against the dikasfs which Aristophanes of course 
exaggerates and eaiicatui'es. But tlie profligate rhetoric 
of the Attic orators, their perpetual appeals, not to feel- 
ing only, but to interest and fear, are the strongest evi- 
dence against the impartiality and capacity of the courts 
to which they were addressed. And if the hearei's, as 
Mr. Grote tells us, were distinguished by a remarkable 
" penetiation in detecting sophistry," the speakers, 
including Demosthenes, must have been distinguished 
by a remarkable want of penetration ia detecting the 
tme mode of influencing their liearers. 

Did the dikasteri^ work justice or injustice i That 
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is the e^ential question ; and upon it depends another 
question which Mr. Grote treats as independent — the 
question, namely, of their general influence, moral and 
intellectual. From a court of justice which does not do 
justice none hut had moral influences can result, either 
to tie parties, the judge, or the hody of tlie people; 
and Mr. Grote only puts ihe eyil in tlie most glaring 
light when he tells us that "as the verdicts of the 
dikaefs, even when wrong, depended on causes of mis- 
judgment common to them with the general hody of 
the citizens, so they never appeared to pronounce 
unjustly, nor lost the confidence of their fellow citizens 
generaJly." The "taste for sitting in judgment" is 
essentially difierent from a taste for justice, and essen- 
tially dangerous, if not essentially evil. The tast« for 
forensic oratory is a very good thing in its way ! but it 
is liable to become morbid: and it is sure to become 
morbid if, as at Athens, the practice of the courts is 
bad, and there are no rules of evidence. We should 
hardlv have thought that any other intellectual or lite- 
rary effect could have been attributed to the ditasteries ; 
but Mr. Grote reminds us that their institution coincided 
with the perfection of tragedy. It did so ; and from 
that point tragedy began to decline, and the subhmity 
of jEschylua and the pathos of Sophocles were changed 
for the forensic wranghng and sophistical quibblings of 
Euripides. 

On the points which we have noticed Mr. Grote 
writing less as a historian, than as a political or histor 
cal philosopher — a character in which we think 
less exceflent than in that which more properly belongs 
to him, and on which hia fame will rest. 
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It is difScult to criticise severely sny action or mea- 
Bure wliicli was essential to the gi'eatness of Athens; 
for her greatness was essential to the intellectual energy 
of her sons, and the fruits of that intellectual energy, 
all rhetorical commonplace apart, have largely contri- 
buted to the enjoyment, to the refinement, to the free- 
dom, and to the well-being of mankind. Nor do we 
think that Mr. Grote is wrong in describing the tyrannic 
empire which Athens ultimately exercised over her alhes 
as ratber tlie growth of circumstances than the result 
of a deliberate plan. Still, an unscrupulous ambition 
was at the bottom of it ; and, if circumstances were not 
actually created, tiiey were greedily grasped and turned 
to account as they arose. Moreover, the transfer of the 
common fund of the confederacy from, Delos to Athena, 
even if it was recommended by the Samians, and if 
their recommendation was spontaneous, can hardly bo 
regai'ded otherwise than as an act of deliberate usurpa- 
tion. But what we think Mr. Grote fails to appreciate 
is the bearing of this foreign despotism of Athens upon 
the character of her internal liberty. 

" The exercise of empire abroad," is his n^ive remark, 
"became a prominent feature in Athenian life, and a 
necessity to Atlienian sentiment, not less than democracy 
at home. Athena was no longer, as she had been 
once, a single city, with Attica for her territory; she 
was a capital, or imperial city {' a despot city' was the 
expression used by her enemies, and even sometimes by 
her own citizens), with many dependencies attached to 
her, and bound to follow her orders. Such was the 
manner in which not merely Pericles and the other lead- 
ing statesmen, but even the humblest Athenian dtizen. 
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conceived the dignity of Athens; and the sentiment 
was one which carried with it both personal pride and 
Btimulus to active patriotism." 

Personal pride, the exercise of dominion ovei' others, 
will naturally stimulate ; it will a]so stimulate patriotism 
in the narrow and literal sense of the word. But the 
exercise of dominion over equals and compatriots is 
utterly fatal to anything like a deep and religious 
sentiment of liherty, and, combined with the institution 
of slavery, it almost annihilates our interest, moral and 
political, in the cause of Athenian freedom. It must be 
observed, of course, that the subjects of Athens were 
not conquered foreigners, but men of the same Ionian 
race, and theoretjcaily free. Mr. Grote, therefore, is 
again guilty of a false parallel when he appeals to the 
remarks of counsel in a case between an English 
governor and a conquered Minorcan as a plain and 
naive statement of the doctrine " that a dependency is 
to be governed, not for its own interest, but for tliat of 
the dominant state." People are not conquered for 
their own interest, nor, when conquered, are they 
usually governed for their own interest; and, therefore, 
there is no fatal incongruity between the encouragement 
of patriotism in England and the repression of patriotism 
in Minorca. But there certainly was a fata! incongruity 
between the encouragement of patriotism at Athens and 
the repression of patriotism at Mytelene. A juster 
analogy would, we fear, be found in our treatment of 
Ireland during the last century, and perhaps in our 
conduct towards our American colonies. But we must 
once more protest against the correctness of Mr. Grote's 
parallels when be compares our conduct towards the sub- 
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JTigated nations of India with that of Athens towards lit'r 
confedecates, even supposing that full I'eliance could he 
placed upon the eloquent invectives of Mr, Burke. We 
have not been united to the Indiana by compact, nor 
we we bound by mutual obligations. Kightly or 
wrongly, we have conquered tliem, and, in exercise of 
the rights of conquest we govern them, and they expect 
to be governed, not for tlieir interest, but for oui's, 
however superior our government may be to that which 
was exercised over them by their native rulera. Whe- 
ther one nation is justified in conquering another, and 
holding it in subjection, is of course a distinct question, 
and when this question is raised with reference fo 
our conquests in India, we may remark that these 
conquests have been made principally, if not entirely, in 
defensive war, from the first extension of our dominion, 
which resulted from the attack of Snrejah Dowlah on 
Calcutta, to the conquest of the Punjab, which resulted 
from the invasion of our territory by the Sikhs. 

With the growth of the Athenian empire we naturally 
connect the administration of Pericles. On the character 
of this iUustrious man generally, we subscribe to Uie 
opinion of Mr. Grote, His greatness is unquesUoned ; 
his honesty cannot, we think, be reasonably questioned. 
The charge of having governed by a system of corrup- 
tion through the distribution of the public money in 
fees to the citizens is fuUy, though indirectly, refuted by 
the emphatic eulogy of Thucydides. It is to be 
observed, however, on the other hand, that though tlie 
noblest and best of demagogues, he was still a dema- 
gogue not exempt from the necessities of the class ; and 
that if ho was able to restrain his countrymen from tJio 
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wild career of distant conquest into which they launched 
after his death, it was only by identifying himself 
thoTOMghly with their selfish and unscrupulous system 
of aggrandisement in tlie jEgean. To prepare the way 
for his personal dictatorsiip, he overthrew the last 
conservative institution of Athens. He left nothing hut 
himself above or beside tiiat " fierce democmcy" which 
he could wield, but to which his feebler successors wem 
compelled to pander. And it may well bo doubted 
whether the ruin which followed his decease was not a 
condemnation of hia genera! policy, while it was an 
attestation of his personal probity and genius. Had ho 
never lived, the development of Athens would have 
been slower and heaJthier, and in all probability her life 
would have been prolonged ; but the life thus prolonged 
would have been less intense, and less fruitfti! in works 
of intellect; and posterity owes too much to the Peri- 
clean era to scrutinise too nari'owly the acts of Periclee. 

We have now to notice a very interesting portion of 
Mr. Grote's work, that in which he endeavours to rehn- 
hilitate the hitherto undefamed name of Cleon, and, in 
so doing, to impeach the hitherto unquestioned veracity 
of Thucydides, Certainly an historian cannot do a 
greater service in his calling than by setting us right on 
a question of moral sympathy. 

Mr, Crete's theory is that Cleon banished Thucydides 
after his miscarriage at Amphipolis, and that hence 
Thucydides hates and slanders Cleon. The statement 
that Cleon was the author of the historian's banishment 
is drawn from the life of Thucydides by Marcellinus, a 
pseudo-biography of tiie lowest class. The argument 
runs rather in a circle. " It is probable that Marcellinus 
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is right ill saying that Clcoa banished Thucydides, be- 
cause Thucydides speaks ill of Cleon, and it is probable 
that the reason why Thucydides speaks ill of Cleon is 
that Cleon banished him, as we learn from Marcellinus." 

Now the first thing that we hear of Cleon is not from 
Thucydides, but from Plutarch. Pericles refuses to let 
the Athenians march out stgainst the Feloponnesians, 
who are ravaging Attica before their eyes. Great dis- 
content breaks out, whicli is fomented by the political 
enemies of Pericles, and particularly by Cleon, whose 
talent for invective, as Mr. Grote observes, " was thus 
first exercised under the auspices of tlie high aristoci'ati- 
cai party as well as of an esciffid public." Now, it is 
clear that tie aristocratical party was justified in attack- 
ing its old and declared antagonist. But what shall 
we say of thus proceeding on the pai-t of Cleon ! Mr. 
Grote, in reviewing his character, says nothing. 

The second occasion on which we hear of Cleon is in 
the debate on the fate of the Myteleneans. He proposes 
and' carries a decree to put to death the whole adult 
population of Mytelene, araounting, by Mr. Grote's esti- 
mate, to about 6000 persons, and including the com- 
mons, who, in the beginning of the revolt, and through- 
out the siege, had been unarmed and powerless, and 
who, the moment they got arms into their hands, opened 
the gates to the Athenians, The night brings repent- 
ance. The question is brought forward again on the 
following day. Diodotus pleads for mercy and prevails. 
Cleon pleads for butchery, and is damned by the same 
vote which redeems the humanity of the people. Now, 
these are matters of fact, and Mr. Grote does not pre- 
tend to cast a suspicion on the narrative of Tliucydides. 
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He only carps at the Listoiiai for nam' o- 1! e i th of 
the decrees againat the Myteleneacs a 1 Sc o cans ini 
omitting to name the author of the equaily fam u? 
decree against the Melians — a var at o wb 1 we in 
hardly suppose to have proceeded from pi t il tj f is 
there ia reason to believe, tl e great pron oters of tl e 
decree against tlie Melians was Alcibiades, tJie rn.il and 
enemy of Nicias. 

Again, Cleon comes forward to repel tlie overtures 
made by the Laoedasmonians for peace after their defeat 
in the Roads of Pylos. The manceuvre which he em- 
ployed to discredit the good faith of the Lacedjemonian 
ambassadors on this occasion is admitted by Mr. Grotc 
to have been & " grave abuse of publicity ;" the im- 
practicable demand of the at<t(-us quo befoi'e the war, 
which he induced the Athenians to make, is admitted 
by Mr. Gtote to have been impolitic. 

And now comes the captui'e of the Spartans in 
Spbaetei-ia. Thucydides teils us tliat the blockade of 
Sphacteria 'lingered, that the Athenians grew anxious 
and impatient, that Cleon in a boastful hour upbraided 
the generals of the republic with their incapacity, and 
said that if he were in their place he would Koon take 
Sphacteria ; that Nicias, then general, offered to give 
him the command, and allow him to make good his 
boast; that Cleon shrank back; that Nicias and the 
Athenians held him to liis word ; that he then, finding 
that he bad no escape, promised to bring the garrison 
of Sphacteria to Athens alive, or kill tliem in the island, 
ivithin twenty days, and that by a strange freak of for- 
tune his " mad promise" was fulfilled. Mr. Grote is 
icandalized at Thucydides for calling it a "mad pro 
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mise," and we are surprised at Mr. Grots. The enter- 
prise unquestionably was feasible, for it was achieved, 
thanks to the abiUty of Demosthenes, and to the acci- 
dent, unknown to Cleon when he spoke, which had 
cleared the island of part of the wckmJ, and rendered an 
attack more practicable. But it was mad of Cleon to 
undertake it; and it was mad in a man wholly destitute 
of military knowledge and capacity, as he proved him- 
self to be at Amphipolis, to undertake what had so 
long baffled tlie most gallant and skilfid officer of 
Athens, Cleon himself thought so, unless Thncydides 
has told a downright falsehood, for he at first endea- 
voui^ to back out, and only put a bold face upon t)ie 
matter when he saw that tjiere was no retreat. It 
should be remained, too, that he began by slandering 
the veracity of Demostbenes, who, through his envoys, 
had stated the need of reinforcements, and ended by 
taking the reinforcements which Demosthenes had re- 
quired. The inconsistency which Mr. Grote fancies to 
exist between the account of this affair given by Thucy- 
dides and that given by Aristophanes, alti^ether escapes 
onr understanding. Thucjdides says that Cleon's pro- 
mise was insane ; Aristophanes, that the glory of its 
fulfilment belonged not to him, but to Demosthenes. 
The two statements are perfectly compatible, and even 
confirmatory of each other. As to the levity which the 
Athenians are represented by Thucydides as having 
shown ou this occasion, it appears to us by no means 
incredible, or out of keeping with their genera! charac- 
ter. We should almost expect the same thing ftom an 
assembly of Frenchmen, They knew, moreover, that 
their best general was on the spot, and must have the 
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real command. When Mr. Grote talks about the 
,'■ overwtefmiDg cheei's heaped upon Oleon by his joyful 
partisans, who had helped to invest him with the duties 
of general, in confidence that he would discharge them 
well," he leaves his evidence, and even his good sense, 
behind him. As to the conduct of Wicias, it was per- 
fectly justifiable, on Mr. Grote's own theory, which is in 
effect that Ificias was the representative of the govern- 
ment, and Cleon of the opposition. For it is the mani- 
fest duty of an opposition, and the only guarantee 
which it can give of its good faith, to be ready to tate 
the place of those whose policy it attacks. There was 
no reason why Nicias should himself proceed to Sphac- 
teria. He was geaieral it is t -ue but he w as one of 
ten generals, and wts ii doubt then disthirging that 
pai-t of the duties of an Athenian ''trategus which, in 
modern states, are disthorge 1 by i M nister of War. 

After the battle of Deliun Gleon is on the side of 
Athens, the main obstadc to peace Thucydidts charges 
Cleon with acting fiom personal anl coiiupt motives ; 
and though Mr. Grote la veiy in3ignant we see no 
reason to believe that Thu ydidea is wrong It may be 
true that the leaders oi the ^n'^toc^atlo p^rty were more 
distinguished in the field and tlixt the letders of the 
democratic party weie more d atingi she 1 n the Assem- 
bly ; but it by no means follows that demagogues like 
Cleon might not have a corrupt iuter^t in perpetuating 
the war. They governed the Assembly by its passions 
and by its suspicions, and the war kept those passions 
and suspicions at fever heat. The war enabled a master 
o! crinjinative eloquence to keep up a sort of reign of 
terror, both within and without the walls, over the 
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wealthier class and oTer the allies. The decrees wliidi 
Cleon ohtained against Myteleae and Scione show how 
immensely the war must have added to the power and 
opportunities of a man in his position. Moreover, the 
ravages of the war were ruinous to the agiiculturn! 
interest, and the agricultural interest is everywhere con- 
servative. Nor would Mr. Grote convict Thucydides of 
falsehood in asei'ihing corrupt motives to Cleon, even if 
he could show, as he believes he can show, that it was 
for the real interest of Athens to continue the war. In 
this, however, we do not think he succeeds, even if we 
regard the question in an exclusively military point of 
view, much less if we take a broad moral and political 
view, and consider the effects of this half civil contest 
as described in the chapter of Thucydides on the 
Corcyrean sedition. 

The last appearance of Cleon is at Amphipolls. 
Elated, as we cannot doubt that he was, by his success 
at Sphacteria, he ventures to taie the sole command of 
an army against Brasidas, exposes his incompetence by 
a helpless inactivity, loses the confidence of his troops, 
endeavours to regain it by a rash advance, then orders 
a precipitate retreat, with an enemy on his unguar<led 
flanks, takes flight, and falLs inglorioualy. Mr. Grote 
cannot deny the glaring incapaciiy which he exhibited 
in his command, nor, consequently, the presumption 
which he showed in undertaking it. But he throws in 
a suspicion of political antipathy prevailing among the 
soldiers, which seems to us quite unsupported. 

So fai' as comedy can confirm history, the comic 
character given of Cleon by Aristophanes confirms the 
histftn'cal elinrjicti'r giver) of him by Thucydides. And 
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though we readily concede that a literal fidelity is not 
to be expected fion: a caricatiii'e, yet a general fidelity 
is to be expected from it, and, in fact, is necessary 
to its success. If Aristophanes had represented Peri- 
cles as he represents 61eon, his satire would have 
failed. The portrait must he recognised, ot nobody will 

On the whole, then, wo do not think that our esti- 
mate of Cleon'a character is materially altered by Mr. 
Grote'a defence. Nor can we thank h' n f r represent- 
ing such a man as one of the o 1 nary and natural 
champions of liberty. But ve ca tl ank him for 
throwing new light on the foltcal pos tion of the 
Athenian demagogues, aa " oppos t o speakers " and 
checks upon the conduct of the fli al ser ants of the 
repubhc, who, in spite of the democratic nature of the 
constitution, seem to have been generally taken rather 
from among the wealthy and influential men of the 
aristocratic party. Kor can we altogetJier condemn 
certain vehement outbreaks of politlca] feeling, which 
add to the warmth and reality, and, amidst the general 
looseness of style, produce no great sense of incongruity. 

If Thucydides was led by his pohtical or personal 
feelings to deal hard measure to Cleon, the vindicator 
of Cleon has, we think, dealt rather hard measure to 
Thucydides. Mr. Grote pronounces, with some bitter- 
ness of esultation, that the great historian was justly 
banished for his misconduct at Amphipolis. But in his 
long diatribe on this subject, he fails to show either that 
Thucydides was absent from his post, or that he left 
Amphipolis insufficiently guarded. The contrary, 
indeed, of tlie latter propositinn, is implied in the 
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admission that if tlie bridge over the Sti'ymon had been 
adequately watcbed and guarded, a task for whicb 
Eucles and his ganison may well have been sufficient, 
Ampbipolis would have been safe. And es to the 
fonnei- point, it appears to ns (hat the joint eomniiasion 
of Thucydjdes and Eueles, though perhaps nominally 
directed to tie Athenian colonies and dependencies on flie 
Thracian mainland, may very well have included the duty 
of maintaining the Athenian interest in the neighbouiing 
important, and probably disaffected, island of Tliasos. 
"What was the immediat* object which drew Thucy- 
dides thither, whether he or Eucles was first in com- 
mand, whether he acted spontaneously or under orders, 
and how he liad been absent, we cannot tell ; and with- 
out a knowledge of these cireumstances we cannot 
confidently join in the condemnation of Thiicydidea 
for being absent from a place where there is no special 
reason to believe that he ought to have been present, 
and where there is reason to believe that the presence 
of !iis colleague was sufficient ; more especially as it 
appears that he acted with all possible alacrity and 
rigour on jeceiving inteihgence of the danger of Ampbi- 
polis. The exasperafaon of Cleon, and the w^r paity 
generally, at such a blow T" the loss of Amphipohs, is 
quite enough to account foj the condemnation and 
punishment of Thucvdidts, paiticnlariy as hewa^m all 
prohability, an adheient ot Nicias, and an influential 
member of the eoniervative and peace party And the 
touching magnanimity with which the histonan recoids 
the circumstance of his binishment, trgethei with the 
ample justice which he does tn the (.hincf^i «i Bia 
sidas, wliosn ontL-rprisi, wi' t!ie (nuee <t hia mi'.fmtum. 
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■will alwap go tar to prove that it did not poison the 
candour of his heart, or dim the deafness of his eje, 

Another point on which Mr. Grate rererseB, or 
endeavours to reverse our old ideas, is what is com- 
monly called the Melian controversy. This he ingeni- 
ously supposes to have been introduced by Thucydides 
for a dramatic pui'pose, to exhibit the pride of Athenian 
dominion at its most overweening pitch, immediately 
before its destined fall. The "capture of Melos," he 
conceives, ushers in the expedition against Syracuse 
with the same tragic effect as the proud language of 
Xerxes to his courtiers, and the magnitieent muster at 
Dociscus, usher in the humiliations of Thermopylie and 
Salamis. We do not deny that this tragic etfect is, as 
a matter of fact, produced, and we are obliged to Mr. 
Grote's taste for pointing it out, but it still seems to us 
more probable that the oftjeci of Thucydides was to 
exhibit the full action of the Athenian spirit of those 
demolishing influences ivhieh he has delineated in the 
chapter on Oorcyra. That he had the sophists in his 
eye we are not prepared to affirm, nor ate we prepared 
with Mr. Grote to deny it. Of course the arguments 
of the Athenian envoys, being a barefaced enunciation 
of the principles that might is right, are not intended as 
a specimen of sophistical art, but they may still be 
intended as a specimen of the principles which sophis- 
tical art was employed to countenance and cover. 

Mr, Grote speaks with extreme bitterness, and even 
violence, of the character of Nicias, and is very angry 
with Thucydides for bestowing a posing sigh on the 
fate of a good and religious man, who was probably 
his political if not his personal friend. Yet it will 
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liardly lie denipd tVit a^odne«J. and Jietj de-ieivp a, 
sigh mcie especi'Ul} in an nge of such spirit'' as thcMs 
among whom the lot ot Thucydides wis taat Thp 
superstition of Nicias wis most s^ross it wis i weak 
neh^ and a vice and has ni claim, whatever on oiii 
sympathies hut it seems to have been as Thncydides 
intimates, the disef^ed side of a rehgions nature ; aod 
Uie same man who eacrifieed his army by refusing to 
march because there was an eclipse of the moon, would 
probably, in a cruel and faithless generation, have 
ahowu mercy and kept his oath. His abilities were no 
doubt overrated by his countrymen, but we think they 
are underrated by Mr. Grote. He had approved him- 
self a good officer ; his expedition to Cythera, if the 
conception as well as the execution was his own, reflects 
on him the highest credit. His conduct duiing the 
later part of the siege of Syracuse seems, so for as we 
can judge, to have been very weak. But we cannot 
tell how far his faculties were paralysed by disease. 
His most glaring error was that into which he was led 
by his superstition. But it is plain that he was wholly 
incompetent to the sole command of so great and diffi- 
cult an enterprise. As a statesman he was at least 
consistent. His character must have been of great 
advantage to Athens in her i" palings with other states. 
There is no ground for supposing that his desire for 
peace ever rendered him untrue to his duty as a patriot 
and a soldier ; and the conduct of the aristocratic party 
towards its opponents, so long as he was at its head, 
appears to have been moderate and constitutional. The 
command, in which he so fatally miscarried, was forced 
upon him, and the expedition was undertaken against 
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his advice, and at the instance of bis pohtical oppouenL 
It is impossible to speak of him with admiration, and 
we think it would he wrong to speak of him with con- 
tempt or hatred. 

There are fuw who, if asked in which of the states 
of antiquity they would choose their own lot to have 
heen c^t, ivoiild not name Athens, Nowhei'o was 
there so much good, hecause nowhere was there so 
much freedom. But that freedom was constantly 
threatened from two quarters — from the detestable gangs 
of oligarchical conspirators which remained after the 
extinction of the old and constitutional aristooratical 
party, and from the tyranny of the sovereign people. 
Philosophy and moral progress were equally threatened 
hy the persecuting higotry of the fanatical oligarch and 
of the fanatical democrat, and the two conspired to 
destroy Socrates. It seems strange that people cannot 
detest one of these forms of evil without embracing the 
other; that they cannot denounce Critias without de- 
fending Cleon. 

It would he impossible for us, within our limits, 
adequately to analyse or criticise the two long and 
brilliant dissertations on the sophists and Socrates which 
conclude Mr. Grote's eighth volume. We can'only say 
that whether his conception of the sophists, as the 
general edncatora of Greece, not chai^;eable with any 
peculiarly immoral doctrines, and of Socrates, as a sort 
of dialectic missionary, who differed from the sophists 
rather in the purpose and method of his teaching, than 
in his ethics, as has heen hitherto supposed, he correct 
or incorrect, the learning and acuteness displayed in 
this, as in all other parts of his work, are truly admira- 
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ble. And we tiike our leave of Iiim for the pieaect 
with the coi'dial acknowledgment that in spite of great 
defects of style, and, as we conceive, occasional errors 
of judgment, he ia beyond all question the historian of 
Greece, unrivalled, so iar as we tilow, in the erudition 
and genius with which he has revived the picture of a 
distant past, and brought home eveiy part and feature 
of its history to our intelleete and our heails. 
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I'eally a miich oaaier afl'air tliaii most 
authors imagine. If a man, when he takes pen in 
hand, will only not worry himself mth the notion that 
the grand objects before him are to tickle the public, 
to put money into his pnrse, and to secure imperishable 
renown the chances aie ten to one in his fai jur if he 
has anything to &ay at all thit he wjII deliver his atory, 
whitever it maj be with credit to himself an! &ati fic- 
tion to his reiders feouthey was right when he told 
his brothel who w<i3 a siilor and knew nothing of 
authorship that if ha would hut use his e}es on, his 
trivels and in hi^ own n-ttuiil langni^t, descnbe on 
paper the thmsrs that he saw he could not fill to pro- 
duce a work that would enteitain the m st eiucited 
reader and charm the Icist instructed We ue all 
— chiHren anlmen — eager for knowledge lutfewof 
us caio foi whit 18 techn ealh called "hne-wnting" 
A striking at\]e that conveys * iltiiblo ticta foiubly 
a d plpasantly home to the mind is we admit, the 
b1 rp atan p th wh h i,en]Ui is apt to imjiesa its 
eon un cat ns ] on the public memoij , but elaborate 
pen nansh p th t s meant to grace and ci 
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is the 1 V 1 «11 ot a ut that baa no kernel. Let 

.authors tl e sjjeak t boldly, and without fear of 
consequences f they feel commisaioued to their work. 
If they Tss ne the qu31 i ler false pretences, affecting 
to wr te for the vorld s e 1 ficat on while they are deli- 
berately sitting down to giatify their own inordinate 
and inexplicable vanity, why, then, they are not 
authors, but rogiiea or maniacs, and must be dealt 
\iith aceoi'dingly. 

We are yery far from saying that Lieutenant-Colonel 
Mundy is, in tlis Iiterai7 sense, either a rogne or 
maniac, or that his voluminous work fails to yield the 
jMbulum, which the public are always craving to swal- 
low. On the contrary, a more honest attempt at com- 
municating knowledge was never made than that now 
under consideration, and facts more interesting than 
those gathered by the Colonel during his five years' 
residence at the Antipodes it would not be easy to find. 
Nevertheless, we are bound to state that there is no 
reason whatever why we should be compelled to wade 
througJi 1,200 pages for knowledge that might be con- 
tained in less than 600 ; and we must, for his own 
sake, warn the gallant traveller against the evident im- 
propriety of a man's thinking about himself all the 
time he professes to be writing about the blacks. Oar 
Antipodes in three volumes, is just a volume and a half 
too long ; and the author, with the professional pen in 
his ear, as he appears slainped on the gilt cover of his 
book, is, we could swear, not half so agreeable a story- 
teller as friend Mundy sitting in his morning-gown and 
slippers, thinking of notliini^ more serious than the 
amusement of his visitor, and rcscupd for a moment 
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from the enervating and fatal idea that a writer must 
do duty befoi'e the public as if he were a soldier dressed 
for parade. 

One oftence against society at large we are convinced 
Colonel Mundy, however courageous he may be in the 
field, would never Lave dared to commit in the closet, 
could he have looked a living witness in the face as 
often as he deliberately perpetrated the crime. It was 
assuredly a merciless and unpitying spirit that prompted 
the Colonel to gall his readers on every possible occa- 
sion with a running fire of pirns, the more annoying 
because unexpected and unprovoked. In one place, 
finding his reader wholly off his guai'd, he ventures to 
acquaint him that English peers and members of the 
House of Commons " would hardly neglect their duties 
in their respective 'places' for a day at Epsom, a fUe 
at Chiswiek, or for a white-Sefo'se (?) at Greenwich or 
Biactwall, if they knew how closely their truantries are 
watched hy their colonial constituenia." In another, 
while referring to the eai-ly marriages of military 
officers in the colonies, he exclaims " Deus pascit 
corvos" and immediately adds, "But who will feed 
half a dozen raven-ous brats is a question that only 
occurs when too late." A female fectory in Van 
Diemen'a Land is so sadly tenanted that, according to 
this desperate punster, it ought, in justice, to be hence- 
forth called " a male-factory ;" and, as if torture enough 
had not been infiieted on the harmless monosyllable, afew 
pages later we are informed that during a voyage from 
Port Phihp to Sydney the ladies concealed themselves 
in their cabins while " the men rushed headlong upon 
deck, where, as tliey call it at the Post-office, a general 
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male-AeVivGry took place— of all tho previously liiiil-in 
prOTisions." Tiieie is no limit to the facetue. Once, 
at a settlement, a long-legged cow dashed tio'ough the 
bushes, aJid made right at the Colonel, to whom it im- 
mediately oocmred that " Guy, Earl of Warwiet, wonld 
have reduced her to a state of beef hood, carried her 
home ready spitted on his spear, turned her into a done 
cow before a good lire, and eaten her whole for bis sup- 
per." The New Zealander, we are told, prefers "maca- 
damizing on commissariat pay, and even psalm-singing 
with the missionai'ies, to warfare — the hardest of all- 
fare." The jockey at the antipodean horse-race is 
familiarly styled " the screw-propeller." Respecting 
steam communication with Australia, it is jocosely 
intimated that " among the authorities at home there 
has been a good deal of vapouring on the subject, but 
no steam," Tallow factories in New South Wales, it ia 
respectfully su^ested, should be called " ol-factories," 
from .the stench that proceeds from them; Australian 
prospects are desciibed as ffummed up in all directions, 
from the prevalence of the gum-tree ; and few things 
are pronounced more painful than the system of im- 
pressing their ABC upon cattle whose shoulders are 
invariably marked in the Aiistraiian bush with the 
initials of their owners. 

We might collect an autipodean. Joe Miller from the 
volumes before us, but we forbear ; asking in return 
from Colonel Mundy only that for the future he shall 
eschew the humblest paths of the professional scribe, 
and fearlessly venture upon tho highest and the safest. 
We give iiim credit for some scholarship; wo can see 
that he has j'ead much, and enjoyed what he has read ; 
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he is an adept at quoting and a dabster at joking; but if 
we are to take his arm again for a trip to the other end 
of the world we must stipulate to discourse — gravely or 
pleasantly as he will, or as suits the humour of the mo- 
ment — upon the men and things we meet upon the 
road, leaving all literary garniture for the time upon 
the shelves behind us. 

Colonel Mundy set out for Australia in March, 1846, 
having been appointed Deputy- Adjutjint-General in the 
Australian colonies. He was absent fiom his native 
country for more than five years, and during that 
period, residing mainly at Sydney, he visited, under the 
most favourable circumstances for observation, the inte- 
rior of New South Wales as well as the adjacent colo- 
nies of New Zealand, Van DiemeB's Land, and Victoria. 
A bold and adventurous esplorer, he dived into the 
recesses of the bush, and familiarized himself with life 
in its primitive and genuine forms. Continuing at the 
antipodes long enough to he present at the outbreak of 
the gold fever, he had the opportunity of noting life in 
a form anything hut unsophisticate. Five years consti- 
tute a long term for an observant eye in a strange land, 
even when notiiing more is brought away than the eye 
and memory can carry ; hut Colonel Mundy had some- 
thing more to rely upon than such instruments. During 
the whole period he had careftiliy kept a diary of his 
" Residence and Rambles," and upon the notes thus 
daily treasured up is founded the work whose title is 
given at length below. 

The first and last thought that occurs to the mind in 
the perusal of suchvolumea as the present — the pre- 
vailing thought thni accompanies the I'eader tbroughont 
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— is one that is already sufBciently familiar to the puV 
Jic. Colonel Muiidy has resided for five years in a por- 
tion of Her Majesty's dominions where herds of oxen 
and flocks of sheep are crying to be eaten, and he 
returns to anotlier part of the same Sovereign's empire 
where starving throats are wide open clamouring for 
meat to eat, yet no ingenuity can contrive a scheme for 
bringing meat and mouth together. There, at the anti- 
podes, beneath as fine a climate as ever cheered tlie 
heart of man and kept his body sound, are countless 
acres of soil craving cultivation, and promising support 
and independence to the cultivator: here are thousands 
d^raded by idleness, pauperism, and disease, the off- 
spring of both, burdens to themselves, useless to their 
fellow -creatures — pining for labour which would at once 
redeem from degradation, yet no State Ministei', no 
princely merchant, no gigantic speculator, has hit upon 
a means of joining tie full earth and the empty band 
together, that from the union of both social happiness 
might abound and human civilization be incalculably 
enhanced. There is hardly an instance in which it can 
be shown tliat the honest, industrious, sober, and well- 
conducted labourer has failed to make for himself a 
good position in the new country, and a thousand 
examples might be adduced of transported felons 
repenting of their misdeeds, and, removed from the old 
incitements to ciime, who have worked their way to 
credit and prosperity by the exercise of their industry 
and the improvement of such poor means as they pos- 
sessed at their second starting into life, A few weelis 
since there appeared in these very columns a strange 
snt of a convicted wom.in who had made 
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her fortune by the discovery of the gokl mines at Vic- 
toria, and who, it was said, had written to her former 
mistress in London, inviting her to emigrate, and pro- 
mising her the patronage and custom of her fornier 
servant girl ; but stranger tales than these came under 
the cognizance of Colonel Mundy with reference fo indi- 
viduals who have made the rapid stride fiom branded 
ignominy to acknowledged respectability before gold 
burst from the earth to enrich men in an hour, and 
when self-denial, probity, and faithful service were 
essential conditions of social recoveiy and worldly 
advantage. One such case is too remarkable to be 
lost. A man crossed Colonel Mundy's path in Austra- 
ha, who had not Quly been transported for a heinous 
oftence, but who, while undergoing his punishment, bad 
proved the most desperate and unmanageable of the 
chain-gang to which he belonged. The sevei-est pnnisli- 
mcDt and the most degi'adiiig indignities had been 
inflicted upon him, in vain ! He had been dealt witii, 
worked and beaten, like a brute beast — but ia vain ! 
He had been whipped at the cart's tail through the 
streets of Sydney ; and, finally, as utterly irreclaimable, 
had been sent to Norfolk Island-^tlie last hellish home 
of the wretched, unredeemed, and unredeemable convict ! 
Lo, a miracle ! The one true human chord which is 
said to dwell in the soul of the most corrupted and 
debased, have we but skill to detect and strike it, was 
reached, — who shall say how 1 — in the moral pandemo- 
nium. The stony heart softened, and the man reformed. 
Good conduct, good fortune, and good address, sent him 
rapidly forward. He made money, he saved it ; in time 
he became a wealthy capitalist. There occurred a panic 
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ia the colony — the lichest dropped into poverty in a 
night,— and, amongst the rest, our refornied criinina,! 
fe!l. His liabilities may have reached 100,000/. Many 
of his fellow-sufferers sought refuge in the Insolvent 
Conrt. He set to work again. In time the work pros- 
pered, for he was enabled to pay his creditors 203. in 
the pound; and, having done so, he corameiicwl anew 
on his own account. The wondrous tale is only half 
told. The same enet^, honourable behaviour, and 
gi'eat good fortune as before, characterized the second 
conflict. The man grew lich again. When Colonel 
Mundy first encountered him he was the landlord of 
many of the aristocracy of Sydney, who pronounced 
him liberal and connect in his dealings. He was also 
extensively employed by the Government and large 
companies, and cited by them " as a punctual, respecta- 
ble, and upright man of business." In his old age he 
could scarcely write his name, but his cliildren were 
reoeiying in England the highest education which the 
mother country could furnish. When Colonel Mundy 
had an extensive monetary transaction to complete in 
the colony he deliberately employed this person " from 
among several of the same profession possessing the 
highest qiialifications of character and capacity," and he 
bad no reason to repent of his choice. When, finally, 
only the other day, fbis " defornied-transformed" quitted 
the world, in which he had read to mankind so singular 
a lesson, we are told that the cortege that attended his 
funeril consisted of nearly a bundled carriages, "per- 
h'ips the most numerous prooe-sim ever seen in Sydney 
on similar ociaaions, ' and that be bequeathed to his 
tim 1> T pioperty hi!;f iiil unemumKiecl. 
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Now, we by no means recommend any lionest la- 
bourer to commit crime at home in order tliat lie may 
become a wealthy criminal abroad. "Were we rasli 
enough fo do so, the labourer who should, still more 
rashly follow our advice would but too quickly bebold 
himself the unpitied victim of a frightfully misplaced 
confidence. Neither will we undertahe that every well- 
behaved and untainted man who seeks his fortune at 
the antipodes shall die a capitalist, leaving 20,000i. 
a-year to bis children aud rejoice in a cortege of 100 
carriages all following his respected corpse. Such 
" luck" is the hard-eanied rewai'd of the highly-gifted 
and the skilful, the indomitable and persevering few. 
But we tell every living man who fiuds it difficult to 
keep body and soul togetlier at home, who looks at his 
children only to grow ansious, heartsick, and desperate 
at the spectacle, who has to implore from his fellow- 
creatures, almost on bis knees as a boon, the employ- 
ment of limbs which were intended for the noblest 
uses, to be sought as a blessing, not to be rejected as a 
curse — that if he is prepared for self-denial, without 
which no moral or social victoiy is won or is worth the 
gaining — if ho be strong of body and mind, ready for 
work and able to do it, Joving independence better than 
slavery, and a serene mind more tiian " drink," — he 
may fearlessly set sail for the bright antipodes when- 
soever he listeth, and — humanly speaking — rely within 
a few months upon setting foot on a sliore where plenty 
shall abound at his bidding, and where every child 
that calls him father shaU prove wealth to him iu the 
iield, and joy in the homestead. But we warn the 
idle, the drunken, and the improvident off! If a raaa 
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cannot live unless under the efcitement of intoxicating 
liquors, let him drink his fill in tlie old ujuntrj-, and die 
the death which no brute, however bise, ever yet volun- 
tarily suffered Austiali-i, Van DiPnien'a Iiand, New 
Zealand, are no homes tor the drunkard. Sottish 
habits, that proapei nowhere, will hirdly meet with 
countenance and encouragement on the vir^n soil 
whose very front ] o la ms th t she cin be wooed and 
won only by tli p n t.li n^ the tober, and the hrave. 
Colonel Mundy b t n ther witness added to the 
many who hav a 1 us tl at the vice of drantenness 
has done more to ta 1 the p osperity of the emigrant 
than any othe ca e We do not require to he re- 
minded wbat it has accomplished in the way of destruc- 
tion among the heathen, whom we have approached 
witli the Bible in one hand and the rum-bottle in the 
other. We are certainly a great profesang people and 
an undoubted Christian country. But it is, nevertheless, 
undeniable that in some parts of pious England vice is 
more rampant on the Sunday than on any other day of 
the weet, because the lower orders have hitherto not 
been taught a better use of their leisure than the bottle 
affords, and that abroad, whethei' it be a question of 
American, Indian, or of Australian blacks, civilization 
has been outraged, and not simply human life, but 
human races have been extinguished, by the tempta- 
tions to debanchery which the spirit-drinking Christian 
has deliberately brought to the wild but dignified home 
of the once abstinent savage. 

It is with unaffected satisfaction that we gather from 
Colonel Mundy and othei- ti'avelJers that, as far as the 
intelligent aborigines of New Zealand are concerned, it 
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IS not dnnk which is likel? to ihoiten the career of the 
Maori rice— !oomel is it seems at no gip-tt distance 
of time to J.1V tlip penalty ot utter aniiihilutiOH wliicli 
his ever resulte 1 from the misture of tlie c i ilized man 
with the savage Fiietealer is the nnme given to 
spirits by the Eed Inhin who dnnks greedilj and is 
consume! bt nl water is tlie more nppioprmte de 
sgnation ft the New Zealan ler who lecciU fiom the 
draught A m Dst intereBt ng account is given in ttese 
volumes of ceitain naine festn ties which tjok place it 
"Wellington during the Colonel's stay there, and of 
■which he was himself au eyewitness. Not tlie least re- 
markable feature of the proceedings was the general 
sobriety of the natives under great temptation. 

" Many a reeling and reeking wretofx," he writes, 
" among the white civilizers of the savage I saw ; and 
two of them, I giieved to hear, claimed good descent; 
but I noticed only one native who had fallen a victim 
to the rtim-bootha — and, alack ! it was a woman. She 
■was instantly surrounded by a crowd of aborigines, 
male and female ; her child was taken forcibly from 
her, a blanket was thrown over her head, and she was 
hurried from the racecourse." 

Nor were other proofe wanting of the superiority in 
this respect of the New Zealander over the European. 
During the whole of Colonel Mundy'a stay at Auckland 
he fell in with only two drunken natives, and that is 
in a Sunday walk with the Governor. B th din 
quents were very far gone, but it saj's much f th 
sense of shame tliat the instant they espied T K v. 
— the Maori pronunciation of " the Govemo — ti y 
took to their heels aerc^ a swamp, the tipsi of the 
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two falling head over heels, and breating his bottle of 
" Btink-water " to pieces. When the Colonel ivdJlted 
through the streets on the week-day no dmnken New 
Zealander could be detected. When he watched the 
natives on the day they received their week's pay, he 
saw the Maori workmen spending their wages in objects 
of atility, but not a farthing in drink. The H'ew 
Zealander, in fact, undoi'standa both how to spend 
money and how to make it. His connexion with the 
English hns informed him of the fact, of which he was 
before quite ignorant, that the Maoii is a bom trader. 
Tlie love of traffic and the desire of gain recently 
evinced by the natives will certainly do more to recou- 
cile them to British rule than any amount of official 
government, or of petty but destructive warfare. 

The "spirit of the till," writes the Colonel, "is 
rapidly infusing itself into the native character and 
dealings," and men whose fathers formerly pui'sued 
white men for the sole object of eating and enjoying 
what they gravely called " long pig," are mainly soli- 
citous now to meet the two-legged porkers in question 
in the capacity of rival bncksterers and dealers. The 
Hon. ArtliuT Petre, in his travels through New Zealand, 
oncountered a New Zealander who would have found 
himself no stranger in Mandiester or Sheffield. He 
charged the hon. gentJeman II. forferrying him across 
a river ; and he replied to remonstrance with an indis- 
putable argument — " I go to Arekana (Auckland)," said 
be ; "I see blankets and tomahawks in tlie shops ; do 
the shopmen give them to me without purchase ! 
I see the dealings of the Pakehas among tliemselves ; 
are there any gifts ! No ; all is buying and selling." 
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Colonel Muiidy, who, as we have said, waa in Aus- 
tralia when the gold discovery was madej who witness- 
ed the very first flash of the storm, who noted the va- 
rious and wondroiis effects of the gold news as it reached 
the ears of the pastoral and trading people, who him- 
self went " off to the diggings" and beheld with his own 
eyes an individual who had struck from the rock a 
lump tliat realized upwards of 4,000?^ as well as other 
less fortunate individuals, wlio went empty to the dig- 
gings and came empty away, and to whom the pathetic 
inquiry of " Have you sold your cradle ?" waa affection- 
ately addressed again and again, on their melancholy 
homeward journey, — Colonel Mundy, wo say, corrobo- 
rates all the accounts that have appeared in Uiis journal 
of the exhaustless yield, and the extraordinary changes 
which the discovery is daily worldng in the minds and 
habits of the population. But, abundant as the supply 
of the precions ihetal has proved within the last few 
months, he regards the accumulations as the mere 
droppings from hills and mountains which have yet to 
be tapped for the bulk of their produce. The Austra- 
lian gold-seeker, according to this authority, is yet on 
the threshold of his trade, gathering ci'umbs and mere 
wastiugs washed down by the thunderstorms of ages. 
In a very short time machinery and science will enable 
him to pierce tlie crust of the auriferous sierras, and 
then gold will be raised like iron or copper, with an 
inexhaustible yield, so long as tlje demand remains. 

But the cry is still for meri ! And who doubts but 
that the mother-country will now, with maternal eager- 
ness, respond to the summons ? What happens when 
poor relations, whom we have deliberately neglected 
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and disowned all oui lives, suddenly and unexpectedly 
tumble iato wealth ? How beautifully interest nnfoids 
in favour of our charming cousins ! How sensible we 
become of the sacred ties of blood and nature ! Don't 
we ask them to dninei i Don't we introduce them to 
our best acquaintance ' Don't we condescend to lie 
down and bask in the sunshine of their good fortune, 
and magnanimouslv permit them to extend to us the 
favours whii'h we invariably refused to them ? "A sci- 
entific gentleman, long resident in the colony, has boldly 
declared that the gold-field of Australia extends over 
an area of 14,000 square miles." When we add that 
California is quite as many miles behind South Aus- 
tralia in the conditions of climate, comfort, acceasibility, 
steady government, and social order, need we fear that 
England will any longer deny to her " dear, dear rela- 
tive," at the antipodes, the labour for which she has 
been screaming in vain these many years, and the 
steam communication for want of which she has been 
hindered at every step of her vigorous career? "When 
Australia had only sheep at 2d. a-pound to offer the 
emigrant, the meat was hung out in vain. The fleece 
has proved to be golden ; the sheep are not mere 
mutton, but the living originals of the fictitious animals 
that dangle occasionally over our hosiers' shops. Aus- 
tralia may, therefore, cease to scream. Nature has 
already responded to her cries. She shall have her 
harbours filled with British steamers, — that she shall, 
and more hands to help her in her search for gold than 
she ever dreamt of asting in her most agonizing times 
of need. 
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LORD HOLLAND AND HIS FOIiBIGN 
EEMINISCENCES. 

Wb obtained the exact measure of Lord Holland when 
Mr. Macaulay, in his short easay upon this nobleman's 
Opinions, published in the Edinburgh Ueview, in 1841, 
preferred the descripUon of Holland-iiouse and ifa gos- 
sipping circle, to any elaborate analysis of Lord Hol- 
land's intellectual achievements. To appreciate the 
master of Holland-house, it waa necessary, we were in- 
formed, to enter " that venerable chamber in which all 
tlie antique gravity of a college library was so singu- 
larly blended with ali that female grace and wit could 
devise to embellish a drawing-TOom," and to iisteti with 
rapt and enchanted ear, now to a discusEioo upon the 
last debate, now to comments upon the last new comedy ; 
here to the quiet criticisms of Wilkie, there to the ani- 
mated and brilliant descriptions of Talleyi'and, and 
finally, and above all, to " that constant flow of conver- 
sation — thst wit which, never gave a wound, that ex- 
quisite mimicry which ennobled instead of degrading," 
that manly, chivalrous, and perfect bearing, all so cha- 
racteiistic of the " frank and benignant" host himself. 
Loi'd Holland, in fact, was the axis upon which the small 
privileged world of intellect revolved, not the bright 
centre from which its greatness radiated. The posthn- 
mous work of Lord Holland elicits^ possibly from the 
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sam Iqtfth quilp c To- 

day t ja gtlf d ftli II author 
seeL f f n 1 n t n th t g llery, in 

■will li th 1 es f nod n fin ra nt w united 
with tl p t q 1 tectu f p^t t m a," and 

stri t f g t tl 1 1 n 7 fl f w t calling 

to mind the unmatched resources and splendid hos- 
pitality of a depai-ted ally. 

The pubiio have not this great advantage. They 
have not cberisiied recoUeetions to console them for 
present disappointment; nor can they make good the 
deficiencies of a book by pensively dwelhng upon social 
enjoyments in which they were never invited to partici- 
pate. The Foreign Beminiscences of Lord Holland are 
to theat the recorded and published views of a noble- 
man of mark ; and Holland-house can no more inter- 
fere to disturb their judgment in tlie matter, than Pope's 
villa at Twickenham, or Ih'. Johnson's happy aaiictuary 
on Streatham- common. We r^;ret to say, in the name 
of tlie public, that the good service which Holland- 
house cannot extend to the volume before us, the 
volume fails to perform for itself. 

Had these Bemmiscences been ofiered as the sweep- 
ings of the humblest corner of that far-famed gallery — 
a comer into which tlie attaches of second-rate minis- 
ters at seoond-Taf« courts may have crept, qnite out of 
the atmosphere of wit and brilliant repariie, to enjoy 
their own peculiar drivel — we should have taken no 
pains to disturb or sift the worthless heap. The post- 
humous writings of Lord Holland, however, are not to 
be so superciliously neglected. The nephew of Charles 
James Fox had rare opportunities for inquiring into the 
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condition of foreign countries ami for foriniog just eati- 
matee of tJieii' leading u n H n t w tho t 

Bcholiirshijj ; he had traveiie nu 1 ilvi epu ed a 
iwd observer. His kno vledg of 1 e co t ental 
i far above tl e ivera^, and h name 
was at all times a passpoi nto so ety the most es 
elusive, and to tie confidence f men he mos enowne 1 
The reputation of Loid IlcUand duiing bis lifetime we 
believe to ha^e been far bejond hia menta. It con- 
tinues sufticiently famons to giio weight to his opi- 
nions and lutbonty to his statements What his 
opinions and statements are with reteience to some of 
the great doing, of the last hnlf centtiiy the reader 
shall presently see. 

" Recent events oa the continent," we are told by the 
editor, have induced him at this time to give his fathei^'a 
book to the world. What those grave events have in 
common with the idle and miscliievous tales now pub- 
lished, we are at a iosa to conjecture. We should cer- 
tainly have been amongst the first to welcome from the 
departed lord's pen great political truths, enlightened 
philosophical reflections, abiding and universal princi- 
ples, elicited by intelligence from one stormy era of the 
century, to guide the felteiing and to sustain the waver- 
ing tliTOugb the dismal perils of another. But not the 
feeblest attempt is made to warn, to counsel, or inform. 
The Beminiseences might have been published ten years 
ago, or have been kept locked up at Holland-Louse ten 
yeai^ longer, for any fitness which they possess to our 
own practical and vigorous days. They demand but 
one condition, and that, unfortunately, may be found in 
any country, under any circumstances, at any time — to 
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wit, a pruiicnt fancy, eager to feast upon scandal, and 
an idle curiosity, milling to be gi'atified at any cost to 
its victims. 

The editor's labour has been easy. " He has serupn 
loualy abstained," he says, " from mating the slightest 
verba] altei'ation in tJie text or notes, Tlie omission (^ 
four insignificant sentences is all that he has deemed 
necessary for the immediat* publication" of Lord Hol- 
land's volume. We gather the editor's definition of 
"insignificant" by turning to the pages in which his 
handiwork is apparent, wien we immediately learn that 
what is avowedly nothmg to Henry Edward Lord Hol- 
land, may be absolutely torture to other persons. The 
omissijns invanably ooMt ifter iwmians urtue hTs 
been blasted by an unminly muendo ahA where it is 
wholly unnecessary to describe in dettnl the uuleel ng 
calumny sufficiently indicated by one line of leftei 
piess anl i whole pige of equally emphatic a-stoiisis 
At page 19, Mane Antoinette the nnhappj wife of 
Loui'i XVI IS for the fii'st time dehberatelj chiiged 
with gloss infidelity to her husband and the accusation 
being made by the late Loi 1 Holland, two lows cf stais 
ai'e suggestively added by the present. At page 64, 
the wife of the late Bute of York is described aa the 
illegitimate daughter of tte Queen of Pniasia, her 
father having been one Mii\ler, a muacian. Much, no 
doubt, might liave been added on this interesting point, 
for the revelation is honoured by nearly two pages of 
stare — a distinction reserved for a member of our own 
royal family. 

To do Lord Holland justice, lie indicates the amount 
of reliance we may Rafely place on his f^cts, by c:inflidly 
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confessing;, as often as he cac, that he has no reason lo 
believe in them himself. Ono of his favourite inforinauta 
is "my excellent friend Dumont," by his own admission 
" a very inobservant," and by Lord Holland's experience 
of him, " a very credulous man." Another is Talleyrand, 
whose veracity, according to Loi'd Holland, is unim- 
peaebable, although " he may as muck, or more than 
other diplomatists, su^-ess what is true," and " oeca- 
sionally imply" what is false. With the communica- 
tions of such trustworthy authorities the volume is full ; 
and this is not all I Consistent in damaging every 
story that he tells, there is scarcely one fact revealed in 
the text which is not disputed or doubted by the author 
in a note. At page 14 Louis ZVI. is accused without 
luercy, of entertaining the idea of inviting foreign inva- 
sion of his dominions at the very moment he was 
proclaiming to France his sincere acceptance of tJie 
Constitution. The accusation is groundless, as the 
worst enemies of the King are fi'ee to confess. If Lord 
Holland really beheved it fo be just, why does he add 
in a note that be has no private knowledge of the 
subject whatever, and that the testimony of Lafayette, 
and others equally well informed, is wholly at variance 
with his view of the case ! At page 26 we have in the 
text an anecdote of Philip Egalit6, upon the authority 
of one Admii'al Payne — " my deal' Payne," as he is 
affectionately styled by the Dute of Orleans. Lord 
Holland has an interest in the character of Egalit6, and 
of all sworn enemies of authority and older, but " my 
dear Payne " is given up remoraeleesly in a note which 
aclmowledg^es his reputation as a story-teller to he any- 
tliing but creditable to his character for truth. Godoy, 
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Prince of Peace, committed bigamy, Loi'd Holland says, 
though Loifl Holland " mil not vouch for the truth of 
the tale," Charles IV. of Spain is regaled wiOi an 
account of his wife's infidelities, which he innocently 
circulates nbout Ilia court ; we need not circulate it 
further, since Lord Holland relates it at length only to 
describe it as " too dramatic for implicit credit." 

"With auch candid evidence of Lord Holland's trust- 
woithinesB before us, it is hardly necessary to refute his 
opinions, or to dwell upon the small value of his remi- 
niscences. He made his first short journey abroad in 
1791, when he was a mere hoy, and he reached Paris 
shortly after the death of Mirabeau, and about the time 
when Louis XVI. accepted the constitution. The 
impi'essions derived from what he saw and heard are 
the very reverse of those which the unbiased of every 
party have received from history and personal observa- 
tion. Marie Antoinette, as we have intimated, is branded 
with infemy as an adulteress, although not the slightest 
ground exists for the cruel accusation. " Her amours," 
writes this thoughtless nobleman, " were not numerous, 
scandalous, or degrading, but they were amours^ 
What does he mean ? What is andeistood at Holland- 
house by an " amour" which is neither scandalous nor 
degrading? He tells ns that a man, not her husband, 
" was in the Queen's boudoir, or bed-chamber, with Her 
Majesty, on tlie famous night of the 6th of October," 
and that " he escaped observation with considerable 
difficulty in disguise," Is there nothing scandalous and 
degrading here? He adds, that "Madame Oampan 
acknowledged to pemona who have acknowledged it to 
me, that she was pnvy ta the iiifercourse betv'pen the 
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Queen iiiid the Due de Coignj." Could tliat Queen, 
Ijeing also a wife and a motlier, liave intercourse with 
the Duke, and not degrade hereelf utterly and in'etriev- 
ably? We repudiate the subtle distinctions made in 
favour of the I'oyal lady, whom Lord Holland damns 
indeed with the faintest praise he has it in liia power to 
bestow. Marie Antoinette was virtuous or vile; there 
is no halfway-houae between purity and dishonour to 
■which the character of woman can fly for refuge. 
There is all the difference imaginable between the late 
Princess Charlotte of England and Madiime du Barry, 
but none whatever between Madame du Barry and a 
minor ofTender. It would have been we!l if the editor 
of these Heminiscenees had added another to his four 
erasures, and wholly obliterated the defamation which 
it is out of his power to maia good. The virtue of the 
unfortunat* consort of a most unhappy monarch is 
without a flaw. Enmity, hatred, and every evil passion 
have done their worst to palliate murder and to blacken 
innocence, but the ineradicable spot cannot be fixed to 
the fair feme of tliis true woman. Faultless she was 
not. We are undei' no obligation to vindicate her im- 
prudent, wilful, and fatal interference with public quea- 
tiona in which she had no concern ; we say nothing of 
her ignorance of the high matters of State into which 
her uninformed zeal conducted her, to the bitter cost of 
heraelfi and of those she loved dearest on earth ; but of 
hei' purity, her uprightness, her heneflceuce, her devo- 
tion, her sweet, playful, happy disposition, in the midst 
of those home endearments, which were t« her the true 
occupation and charm of life, there cannot exist a 
doubt. Misfortune fell ujxin her house to strengthen 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



198 LORD HOLLAND, 

her love, and to confirm her piety. Pei'secutioji, im- 
prisonment, calamity that has never been surpassed, 
and a dreadful end, wWch, in ita bittemeas, has seldom 
been equalled, found and left her a meek, hat perfect 
heroine. One historian has toM us that as " an affeo- 
tlojiafe daughter and a faifhful wife, she preserved in 
the two most corrupted courts of Europe tlie simplicity 
aud affections of domestic life." It is sufficient to a^id, 
tliat she ascended tlie scaffold enjoining hei' children to 
a scrupulous discharge of duty, to foi'give her murder- 
ers, to foi'get her wrongs ; and that her last words on 
earth were di ected t tl b 1 1 h sband who had 
pi'eceded her, 1 3 t h er to rejoin, yet 

whose be<l, if t b 1 y Lord Holland, she 

had oftener th d fil d 

Lord Holla d 1 t h g d m st amiable trait, 

we have been t i y j thy th the oppressed 

— generosity t 1 tl f 11 I his pity for mis- 

fortune he forg t It g th th ff ce of the unfortu- 
nate." "We h tl 1 ut the present 
volume for th p 1 ft f tl writer's mind. 
Lord Holland as 1! is 1 w f h d it is true, inor- 
dinate sympathy f tl m f t f Napoleon Bona- 
parte, but not n h pes his Lordship for the 
tivjubles of any tl p H co ild see Europe 
itself broiight d th y t f IP ^ion, and whole 
nations weepin f th t t f their misfortunes, 
and actually j n th temfl m sery. Nay, he 
could chuckle th th d tn Is of his native 
land, and graaj. f d I pth 1 d that wrought 
her agony. Nothing, indeed, exceeds his indignation 
at the just punishment of Napoleon, even whilst he inhu- 
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manly regrets the " tenderness, perhaps improvident, 
and certainly almost unprecedented, shown to the exiled 
Bourbon family." Lord Holland " always felt," writes 
his panegyiist, " that he who defends oppression shares 
the Clime." This remark is as ti'ue as the rest. A more 
gigantic oppressor never harassed mankind than the 
very man whom Lord IloOand mourns as a martyr and 
worships as a god. Louis XVL, whatever bis culpa^ 
bilitj, was surely unfortunate, Marie Antoinette, not 
without sin, suffered far beyond her faults. The one he 
proclaims an adulteress on hearsay, the other te libels 
so grossly as to compel the reluctant reraonstranc* of 
his own friends against the baseless calumny. 

Lord John Kussel! is the late Lord Holland's litei'ary 
executor. We can hardly believe that the Premier has 
given his mpnmatw on the present occasion.* TJie 
indecent anecdotes are bad enough ; the asterisks are 
still worse; these, with the old jokes of Talleyrand and 
tbe less excusable after-dinner stories and backstairs 
scandal, caa never have passed from Lord John's eye t« 
the press, and ihence to the Row. But, if they have, 
surely discretion must have provided against the publi- 
cation, of a sentiment that at page 31 teaches how free 
government is difficult, if not wholly incompatible, with 
lineal descent. Is this, we take the liberty to ask, the 
doctrine which Lord John Eussell woidd have instilled 
into the mind of the eldest son of his royal mistress? 
It is the doctrine of his old colleague put forward ia so 
inany words, and without disguise. At what period of 
lineal succession is tlie liberty of the subject in danger ? 

" Lord jDlm RDEEell Iieie, eJuiik the first publiCBtiiui of tlus tiUcbi, denied 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



200 I.OUD HOLLAND. 

It is desirable that we should be accurately informed, 
that we may be at least prepared for our inevitable 
change. Since the accession of the house of Brunswick 
to tlie throne of tliese realms the succession has been 
tolerably direct and uninterrupted. Free government 
has not entirely ceased with tlie reign of the great-gi'eat- 
great gi'anddaughter of George I. Is Lord Holland's' 
executor the man. to assert that its extinctiou is at hand ? 
Our author was a close observer of men and manners 
in 1791, and he could find little truth in men except in 
Talleyrand, and notliing in manners that pleased him, 
unless they were those of Philip Egalitfi. Lord Holland 
beUeves that no man has lived in his time whose cha- 
racter "has been more calumniated, or will be more 
misrepresented to posterity," than the fallier of the late 
Count de Neuilly. He believes other matters affecting 
this profligate and unsci'upnlous prince equally singular 
and unaccountable. He half believes that his unpopu- 
larity at the court of Louis XVI. was occasioned by his 
neglect of the amorous advances of Mai-ie Antoinette {!), 
and he is quite satisfied that the Duke of Orleans, seeing 
that he could not have saved the King's life by voting 
against his death, and tliat he might iiave accelerated 
hia own destruction by voting the other way, had as 
much excuse as any man of his day for the monstrous 
and inhuman act whicJi, to the remotest posterity, will 
excite the horror of the just, and which actually made 
the hellish crew of the National Assembly shudder with 
disgust as they recorded it. We dai'e not pollute our 
columns by describing the ordinary life of the most 
infamous priace of his time. Such description curiosity 
may find iu ohronielea whose veracity cannot tmfortu- 
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nately be questionwl. It is sufficient to s!*y here, that 
no account of profligacy, hlasphemy, ami selfishness has 
readied ns that can stand comparison with this man's 
well-auihenticated history. Yet Lord Holland, in his 
maturity, regveta that in his youth he was not honored 
by Philip Egalit^'a familiar acquwntance ! 

Fox, the uncle of Lord Holland, began life as the 
supporter of arbitraiy government, but died the ardent 
friend of civil and religious liberty. Hia less illusti'ious 
nephew combined, after a fashion, the youth and man- 
hood of Fox in ilia vivacious character. When he 
would be most chivalrous in the defence of popular 
rights, he is most resolute in the vindication of down- 
light tyranny. In i 
that " there is no mitigation of the e 
ism ;" that "violence alone can remove them ;" and in 
another he upbraids the English government in no 
measured terms for chaining inconigible despotism to 
a roct at St. Helena. " The best and rarest qualities 
of a sovereign," he writes, " are inconsistent with abso- 
lute rule ;" yet Bonaparte, he tells ns, ruled absolutely 
under the influence of tlie best and rarest qualities ever 
owned by erapei'or or king. When Counts MonUiolon 
and Bertrand went to Holland-house, witli the legacy 
bequeathed by Bonaparte to Lady Holland, they shock- 
ed the noble owner by pi-esenting themselves in state. 
" Strange and mortifying reflection to human pride !" 
he finely exclaims, " that those who have devoted them- 
selves to a man of great intellect, should imagine that 
tJiey honour his memory by aping the absurd forms of 
other sovereigns and pretendere !" Yet tbey did but 
ape the absurd forms of the man of intellect himself, 



Host!.:l,vCoOgIf 



1 U 11 h tm t pi <1 1 licry of 

gns h a> p t 1 n I 1 ougi to 

t,Hdtj Ifid esptfm Lord 

H 11 d J t h t,? 1 t 1 th bility of 

Nil I te dl H If th volume 

i Be ce t\. ] w tL p gy of Lord 

H 11 d d 1 y t Im t t tl 1 t p g mes the 
m t fj g CO f th t th tchle> d. unap- 

p h b] Id Ittl J d f truth:' 

He is the very soul of chivalry, yet (page 2T9) he 
never scniplea to open letters addressed to other poreons. 
Absolutism is the curse of mankind, yet notliing is 
clearer, from Lord Holland's relation, ti.au that Bona- 
parte's reign was one of perfect absolutism, and that the 
principles of freedom were all but extinguished under 
bis fierce, unconti'oiled, and absolute rule. So awkwai'd, 
in truth, is the last mentioned circumstance, that our 
author is fain to explain it away by an argument as 
original as it is happy. According to Lord Holland, 
Napoleon assumed the imperial diadem lest, haply, a 
spirit of democracy and anawhy might be fomented 
throughout the countiy ! As to ambition, Bonaparte 
knew Bot the passion. "Like our Elisabeth, his princi- 
ples, and his temper too, were at variance with his 
position." " In honour of tiutli, and not of Napoleon," 
Lord Holland mates known the hitherto unsuspected 
fact, that Bonaparte " consented to endanger some of 
his personal security" rather tlian not accept the crown, 
which he abhorred, but which he could only reject at 
the peril of the wliole nation. The continence of Scipio 
pales at tiie side of tlie abstinence of Bonaparte ; self- 
sacrifice was never perfect until now. Let the partisans 
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of authority, of pomp, and perhaps of superslJiJon in 
government (exclaims the iiincfcent Lord Holland) have 
the full weight of the sanction of this great man's 
opinion in favour of the monarchies] principle I Eepub- 
licaa though he was, he saw and appreciated the aeees- 
sity of regal government after the storm and whirlwind 
of civil war, and, regardless of consequences, in the 
teetli of his predilections, he lost sight of every consider- 
ation but the happiness and welfare of France, and 
consented to become her sacrifice and — emperor! 

One word as to the remarkable pertinacity with 
which Lord Holland insists — in the fai^e of history 
patent to the world — upon holding up Napoleon as a 
model of injured innocence, and his own country in 
arms against him as meriting only univei'sal execi'ation. 
Lady Holland invited to her roof, upon the downfall of 
the emperor, his staunehest fiiends. She sought to 
mitigate tbe severe punishment of tl\e exile by interces- 
sion of the government, and by forwarding from time to 
time, to .the object of her sympathy, the means of com- 
fort not to be obtained upon his lone and barren rocfe. 
The tenderness of the woman was creditable to her 
heart, and in conformity with the prevailing sentiments 
at Holland-house. Who shall deny the mightiness of 
Napoleon, or quarrel with the spirit that strove to 
assuage his latest sufferings ! Pity for misfortune is 
worthy of all praise, but regard for the interests of 
truth is not wholly without value. In the pages before 
us truth is altogether sacrificed, that Napoleon may he 
extolled. Believe Lord Holland, and the bloodshed, 
the misery, the incalculable sacrifices of the long 
European contest are wholly to be attributed to the 
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determination of England to have war in spite of every 
effort of Bonaparte to secure peace. Nothing is more 
certain tiifin that the ambition of Napoleon was insa- 
tiable, and that no hindrance, no considerations of 
humanity or jviiti<^ weie ever suffered to atand between 
him and the exigencies of state policy ; yet nothing ia 
clearer to Loid Holland than that every act of his life, 
" especially du n^ his eoniiiilship, sprang from a lauda- 
ble desire of healing the n ounds of the Revolution, and 
from a sincere, pattiotic^ and welliligeatod design of 
blending all classes and parties in France, and uniting 
them in support of a common government and in de- 
fence of the country." 

Entertaining this view, it is not surprising that Lord 
Holland should he impatient at the last efforts made 
by England to secure in his cage the man whose inor- 
dinate appetite no acquisition could satisfy ; hut it is 
marvellous to see an intelligent, libeity-loving historian, 
torturing every fact that conies in bis way in oMer to 
adapt it to a fixed idea, trebly armed against evidence 
of every kind. "The instances of Bonaparte's love of 
vengeance," writes this unscrupulous advocate, " are 
very few ; they are generally of an insohnt, rather than 
a sanguinary character, more discreditable to his head 
than his heart, and a proof of kis tvant of manners, 
taste, arid possibly feeling, hut not of a dye lo affect his 
humanity." Charity, reading this passage, might pre- 
sume that the writer had never heard, amongst other 
instances of Napoleon's love of vengeance, of the cold- 
blooded mui-der of the Due d'Enghien. Charity would 
make a great mistake. Lord Holland refers to the 
butchery and calls it a "melancholy occasion, on which 
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Napoleon (.ertainh t-xliibited great obduracy." From 
what ohoite viK-ibulary cf crime did his lordskip take 
the word? We neefl not repeat the incidents of a 
transaeti wh' h Id tarnish for ever tlie glory of a 
hero sun d d by th pleadour of a hundred Napo- 
leons. Th y u g t t ur readers have wept ovei' the 
fate of a t p e, torn in the dead of night 

fi'om his b d d 1 ght red like a dog in a ditch, and 
their bo m 1 1 abt heaved in admiration of 

the great Cli tea fa 1 who refused, in the presence 
of the ml a d at the peril of his life, to seiTe 
the powe tl t Id misuse authority, and auUy the 
very name ot man. Obduracy is a holiday term that 
well becomes the vituperator of lawful kings and the 
swom friend of freedom. He did not find it in the 
catalogue of royal misdemeanours. 

Ite querulous complaints against Bonaparte's stern 
imprisonment at St. Helena are unworthy a patriot and 
a man of common sense. Lord Holland speaks like a 
child when he says that the Biitish government would 
have allowed an English offlcor leave of absence had he 
been afflicted with an incurable disease ; and thei'efore 
they were mere persecutors in chaining Napoleon to 
his rock. What reasoning is here! No doubt the 
English officer would have had his leave of absence. 
Equally certain is it that an ordinary felon would 
command a similar privilege. But Bonaparte was no 
common criminnl. Lord Holland confesses that he had 
no regard for truth. We know he could not be trusted, 
as we are equally certain that his restless and ungo- 
vernable spirit could not trust itaelf. In the case of 
Bonaparte, the British government were forced to be 
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bail tbe estiipe, and to lejoice 
cultiea of bis native country, 
memory of Lord Holland, if lie would not have done 
more, and belped towards tbe i^lease which, once 
effected, must have given a blow to civilization, which 
a century of subsequent peace could hardly have re- 
paired. At Elba there had been confidence reposed 
and comparative freedom enjoyed, and what availed 
either ! Tbe magic of Napoleon's name, tbe ceaseless 
cravings of his own unquiet soul, rendered greater 
freedom impossible than that which was finally vouch- 
safed. Tbe feeeper of the untamed tiger was responsi- 
ble to tbe whole world for the safe custody of bis prize, 
and would have earned the loud curses of millions bad 
be once more let him Ioosp to riiage the hearths of 
man. Lord Holland nevei tnes of contrasting tbe 
nia|;naiiimity of Bonaparte in his exile with the wanton 
cruelty of bis jailora. One point of difference h iw ever 
he does not so much as lUnde to It is woitby of 
observation that, at the very time mtelbgence reached 
England of Napoleons decease tbe go^einraent were 
considering a plan for the leraov^ of tbe e\ empeior to 
a more salubrious soil and this iinmane purpose was 
probably under discussion it the very penod Bonaparte 
bimself was engaged m drawing np his list will in 
which, amongst other bequests he lett a legacy of 
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10,000t!i to a miscreant wLo not long before iad 
attempted to assassinate the Duke of Wellington. 

Within the narrow limits which are prescribed to 
ua, justice cannot be done to the farrago of idJe gossip 
and misstatement which Henry Edward Lord Holland 
has not thought it unbecoming the son of his father to 
publish. At the outset of the volume we learn that 
the author knows little of Portugal, was never in 
Russia, and has no acquaintance with Austria. The 
countries be professes thoroughly fo comprehend are 
Spain and Fi-ance. A sample of his communications 
respecting France we have given. His revelations of 
Spain consist for the most part of andent anecdotes 
beai'ing upon the amours of Godoy, Prince of Peace. 
The orthograpby of the writer is of the standard of 
1800, and corresponds sufficiently with the tone of his 
book. Neither wil! be satisfactory to the matter-of- 
iact people of 1861, who do not affect retrograde 
mov^entB, either in the spelling or in the moral tone of 
their literary and political instructors. Of customs, 
laannei's, and solid information, nothing appears 
throughout the volume. Tbe bui'den ia of kings and 
queens, and of them little more than their degrading 
amours. That Lord Holland should have condescend- 
ed to such labour is somewhat astonishing, for he 
mates a boast of despising the inhabitants of palaces 
and the possessors of thrones, and hia birth — to saj- 
nothing of good breeding — should have protected him 
from indecent gossip — the proud prerogative of flun- 
keyism I 

Huinnrj 2T, 1851. 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



TEE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OP A CHARTIST* 

A Orartist novel ! And why not? We have novels 
to illustrate the magnificence of tlie well-bom. Why 
should fiction not vindicate the pre-eminence of the 
lowly ? Mobility finds its panegyiist in three volumes 
octavo. Democracy is more than modest in preferring 
its claims to consideration in two. Mr. Samuel Warren 
exhibits hia model aiiatocrat practising on velvet every 
virtue under Heaven. Who can begrudge a humbler 
pen the happiness of delineating Adam before hia fall 
in the shape of a pattern tailor on hia board ? Eomanco 
is now your only teacher. Tractariauism eondesceuds 
to accept her aid ; Exeter-ha\l is not above it. States- 
men ^ith eloquence enough to thrill a Legislature are 
grateful for her pleasant offices, and tlieories as crude 
and bitter as apples in June are swallowed with relish, 
made palatable and sweet by her magic touch. Why 
were pills first wrapped in tin-foil, but that mortals love 
to be improved and instructed, whilst taiing pains only 
to be gratified and amused ? 

But let there be fair dealing! We will not allow the 
Chartist or any other man to portray the evil passions 
of humanity, to lay bare the ineradicable selfiahnesa of 
an impure condition, and then most illogicaily to charge 
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political institiifions with tlie vices that would be in full 
play t«-morroiv were all such institutions extiBguisLed 
— that are, in truth, in visihle and melancholy operation 
throughout ilio world at this moment under all forma 
of Grovernment and in all stages of civilization. Because 
the whole family of man have lost sight of the com- 
mandment and example of God, we cannot permit a 
blind and general onslaught to be made upon legislative 
enactments which seek, as far as they are able, to regu- 
late tlie imperfect mass and to reconcile conflicting inte- 
rests and desires. If Chartism complain that the mino- 
rity have wrested power from the majority, and are 
using their ill-gotten gain to oppress, and not to help, 
the whole community, let proofs of the allegation be 
given. If liberty to the meanest be denied, let instances 
be noted ; if the path of advancement be impeded, show 
us the clogs that sta d ' th y If ' ' ty" h e 
the ability to elevate th pi y I I d p t 1 

character of the n dy h t h Ip tl m 1 , 

and fail to. exercise t bles d gtl ] th I t,h 

neglect of duty, and wthtlssttm tt. 

But beware of eo f dmg tl h t m "« t i 
nation's governors tl th f Its 1 f tl e 

governed ! Chartists 1 m I h d f th p - 

pie ; they do not sta 1 1 I q Ail 1 is s 

join in tlie righteous cUmour, ani the umveisal demand 
constitutes the healthiest indication of the time. But 
■whose fault is it that education is not at work through- 
out the kingdom 3 Who is to blame that the poor are 
given over, in the midst of luxury and wealth, to brutal 
ignorance and crime ? Do not raise your finger and 
point to this or that Administration. The poor would 
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long since have ascertained their duties towards God 
and man, have been won from darkness to light, had 
charity, and not bigotry, possessed tlia public mind- 
had people been more intent upon the dehveranc« of the 
iinenlighteued than upon chaining all down to theh 
own peculiiir prejudices and acquired views. 

Let tlie Chartist, we say, ho reasonable in his state- 
ment, and we are ready to listea to it. Let him dis- 
tinctly prove tlie miscarriages of society and of tJie laws 
— and both have much to answer for — and he shall 
lisve r lid to set things light. We will read his 
pan J.1 let, his speech, his seimon, or his novel, and take 
t« heart every syllable that bears npon his case. With 
th s Hudable wish, we sat down to the perusal of the 
volumes before us ; we rise from that perusal indignant 
and dL.ap]^ omted. Allan Locke ia the composition of 
any one but a Otai-tist. The favourite author of the 
w iter vhoever he be, is Thomas Carlyle, and his pro- 
i3 ict n s. t reeisely what Thomas Carlyle would call a 
" wjnd-bag " and "a aJiam." We are free to confess 
that great power, strong feeling, and masculine lan- 
guage are visible throughout the work, but in allowing 
so much we have stated all that can bo admitted in the 
way of commendation. Alton Locke is not the labour 
of a working man with a smattering of learning, but 
of a scholar with an inlding of Chartism. !Not another 
word need be said to prove its utter worthlessness as a 
handbook for our guidance. The unreality of the tale 
is fearful. It displays Chartism contemplated by an 
enthusiast from some country nook, not the flesh and 
blood business with which the 10th of April brought 
na iato bodily aoquaiatance. Had all Chartists as few 
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troubles as Alton Locke, notwithstanding his quenilous 
conceit and neser-failing impertinence, they would posi- 
tively be the chosen of the earth, tlie most enviable of 
happy men. We hftve taken especial pains to discover 
the grievances which Mr. Locke can lay at the door of 
" society," against which he rails from the beginning to 
the end of his boot, and, with the exception of the 
complaint which lie prefem very properly against an 
unnatural employer .for compelling him to work too 
long in an unhealthy atmosphere, we can find him in 
no relation of life in which he does not figure under 
happier auspices than attend the careei' of the majority 
of onr acquaintance. Alton Locke entertains an opi- 
nion not peculiar to himself, that it is much more agree- 
able to be bora with a silver fork in your hand than 
witli no such implement at all. We agree with the 
ingenuous tailor. So will eveiy man who has to work 
for his daily bread, and to improve his position by tlie 
vigilance of his spuit and the enei^y of his limbs. But 
which of. us dreams of upbraiding universal nature 
because inequality is her abiding law ? Society can no 
more level distinctions than it can smooth the surface of 
the globe. We may whine throngh our tlireescore years 
and ten, or grumble tbrougb them, or bawl or fret ; but 
tlie feet remains. We may do more. We may on the 
lOth of April, 18S1, become a nation of CLaitiats, not 
of special constables, and in our vocation destroy the 
Monarchy, uproot the Church, annihilate the Peerage; 
but having done all, tlie race will still be to the swift, 
the place of power for the strong. Alton Locke is 
filled with amazement that men will consent to become 
bntlers — "not for love but money." Why should 
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lie be ? Mr, Locke is botli tailor and poet. Docs he 
imagine that StulU's coats are so many pledges 
of affection, and that Alfred Tennyson has no annual 
settlement with his publisher! Mr. Locie insists upon 
the right of every labouring man to the intellectual cul- 
ture and the refined society enjoyed by any other 
citizen. We are all to be acistocrata and scholars, for 
" the superior passionate artisan nature " is growing 
daily more impatient of restraint. Working women 
are to be bedizened in my lady's fine dresises : for " how 
many lovely and lovable faces there are among the 
working classes, which, if they had but the advantages 
which ladies possess, might create delight, respect, chi- 
valrous worahip in the beholder ?" Such are a few of 
the recommendations propounded to practical English- 
men by this would-be Chartist on behalf of liis so-called 
fellow workmen. We had thought and hoped that 
honest Chartism seeks to reconcile opposing classes, 
Alton Loehe will settle all our differences by tioroughiy 
confounding them. 

We beg the reader's serious attention to the follow- 
ing brief account of Mr. Locte's history. The poetical 
tailor is introduced to us as a t3'pe of his class. We 
look at him, and behold tlie working man of the present 
era. We have therefore only to note his career from his 
cradle to tlie grave in order to mate ourselves acquainted 
with the hardships, tie persecutions, the oppressions to 
which labour is subject in unrighteoira England. Tlie 
two volumes constitute anincessantinvective against the 
institutions and well-to-do people of the country ; and 
of course the treatment received by Mr. Locke during 
his progress through Hfo will justify the powerful 
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abuse. If it should do the very conti-»iy and if m his 
attempt to blacken his jicture Mr Loi,L.c &houll 
condescend to delineate inadents in 1 scenes that have 
no higher authoi-ity tban may be found in his own 
excited brain, Chartism may possibly ■suspe t that its 
profit lias been small from the poet tail jr a exercise 
of hia needle and pen. We aie sin erely of that way 
of thinking. 

Alton Locka describes his position in life at starting 
— "My mother was a widow Mj fither whom I 
cannot recollect, was a smail retail tridesmwi id the 
city. He was unfortunate and when 1 e die 1 my 
mother came down, and lived penuuouJy enough — 
I knew not how, till I grow older down in that same 
suburban street." Mrs. Locke was a Baptist a fierce 
Calvinist and a dismal destio^er of chJd ens happmess 
for God's great honour. As i boy the only books 
which Alton was permitted to read were The Piljnms 
Proffress and the Bible. His sole c mpiniona and 
fiiends were two ministers, who often drinl tea with 
his moUier" and preached high doctrine He was 
however, not without relations He hal an uncle — 
his father's brother — who bj dmt of iarl woik hil 
made a fortune, and was' the ownei of a fiistrate 
grocery establish meet in tlie citj an 1 a plpssant villi 
near Herne-hill." Alton Loete is lather hard upon 
the grocer. No opportunity is lost ot sneenng at bis 
success and satirizing him foi his laudable pmlence 
and industry. That a Chartist of ill men in the world 
should snarl at a man of the people for elevating him 
self in the social scale, and rail at society for enal ling 
the son of an artisan to take his place at the xinneraity 
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with the noblest in the land, is not the lenst singular 
of the puzzles presented in the history of our unconi- 
fortahle aud very disagreeable hei'o. Mr. Locke, 
grocer, having allowed his brother's widow 2Sl. per 
annum since his brother's death, proposes at a proper 
time to make a tailor of her sou — " a pale, consumptive, 
rioketty, weakly boy" as the lad cheerfully describes 
himself to liave been. Had Alton been our nephew, 
we shoxild possibly have hit upon a better trade for him 
— at all events, whilst workshops are close ovens and 
sanitary warnings unheeded — but the grocer did his 
best and deserved thanks. Had he, however, appren- 
ticed his nephew to Rundel! and Biidge, and aeciired 
him a shai'e in the business, we fear he would have 
received more ticks than gratitude from his misshapen 
nephew. That aspiring youth, before descending to 
tailoring, had already taken his own measure and 
found it immense. " A weakly frame," he remarks, 
" is generally compensated by a proportionably increased 
activity of brain." It is not his fault that Providence 
will arrange mattei's in this fashion ; but, " my dear 
society," the modest youth goes on, " it is you that 
suffer for the mistake sft«r all more than we. If you do 
tether your cleverest artisans on tailois' shop-boards and 
cobblers' benches, and they — as sedentary folk will — fall 
a thinking and come to strange conclusions thereby, they 
really ought to be much more thankful to you than you 
are to them." Locke epicier could hardly be expected to 
understand psychological or physiological arrangements, 
so to the shop went Alton, in spit« of his genius and of 
the danger thereby accruing to " my dear society." 
The workshop was a fetid hole filled with unhappy 



Hos-t!.:l,vCoOgIf 



diseo tente i o ptats Tl e vt or] en yere not 
ge se& 1 t two 11 p[ea ouh n ed blackg rda 
The legrade I ond t on Alt n L te tt ibute. to tl e 
I Diluted atmosi he e ot tl h oom a vh h they j as ed 
60 1 Tige a port o ot the r 1 ves fo n e pe t of e n 
ploy uent they vera veil pa d and free f om si e crusi 
ng effects f the sweat ng system trod el nto the 
establishmei t at t later pe o 1 If the filth of the gw 
et fae ndeed so hurtfiii to mo h how n ch need 
whetlei we be Tnters o leadera of 1 elp ng on tl e 
g 11 ke ause of leinl e=s w tl ill o m ght 1 ow 
much VI er t give soai 1 ht, ^ d a to the [ oor than 
to ir tate sj nts suffie entl\ Ifpre e 1 1 y d rt v th 
dreams ot joltcal e^uiltv neve to be real zed a I 
certa nlj not e joye 1 tl tt e porea be oje el and the 
pi Ises of tJ e 1 eart thiol n healthy not a D so- ted 
vth hat le 8 w anl alarued by vhat he le rl 
Vlt n Locke ] ned fo i ovlelo; a 1 tr cton 
Po |- d leu t read 1 y h motl er I 8 onlj resource vas 
a bookseller s shoi p led and fr nge 1 outs de a 1 n 
^vith books of every nge size and colour at wl cb 1 e 
CO t ve 1 to stop on, h 1 omewai' 1 roa 1 anl t take n 
lear ng j ei^ueal AcjuT tan o s nade wth the 
Iwokseller the b okseller le da tl e t lent looks a I 
n the 1 1 le lein to i^a et t tl e back of the house 
so e te feet long by a x feet w de witl out fi ej h e 
or eans of ntditio vh eh ilton Lo 1 e lept 

the voufl woul 1 81 e 1 half h s n ght dev unng tlie 
foo 1 ren lere 1 so prec o is bj the 1 ffie It f obta r t, 
t Sologe nibecanewse IX tHe k 1 d„e f 
goo ! 1 1 ev 1 He ado e 1 ti e books h 1 nsp re 1 



fieo 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



9HI ALTON LOCKE. 

with biLt«r grudgiiigs gainst those more favoured than 
himself;" in a woi'd, with tlie vindictive passiona of the 
demagogue and the towering conceit of the infidel. 

A theological discussion with his mother rendei's the 
boy homeless. Dismissed by his parent, Alton Locke 
takes refuge with the bookseller, who offers him a bed, 
tlie use of a sitting room, and the run of his capacious 
library. The grievances of the hero are literally at an 
end. So far from society being chargeable with neglect 
ing his interests in any way whatever, that much abused 
aggregate cannot be sufficiently praised and admired 
for all the efforts made to put him comfortably upon 
his legs and in the way of a decent livelihood. Tlie 
rest of our tale is a continued sei'ies of generous endea- 
vours on the part of the world and of obstinate ill-con- 
ditioned resistance on the side of the hero. Tlie book- 
seller searches out Alton's unele, and arranges an 
inteiTiew between the cousins. Nothing can bo more 
manly and commendable than the behaviour of the 
grocer's son ; he at once proposes a walk with his rela- 
tive, and accompanies him to Dulwich College that he 
may see the pictures there— the crooked and unthank- 
ful Chartist growling all the way. The scene at the 
college would be ludicrous enough if painted by a dis- 
ciple of the Eosa Matilda school of fiction. In the 
pages of Mton Loche it reveals at once the untruthful- 
ness of the entire manufactured history. The tailor is 
smitten with Guide's St, Sebastian. In the height of 
his ravishment he looks round to answer a voice that 
lisis addressed him: it is that of a young lady who is 
pleased to remark his admiration. " Two beauties are 
before hijn — one dark, tiie speaker; one fair, somewliat 
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younger, her companion." A tall stately deigyman is 
with them. They all fall into conyersation ; the old 
gentleman questions Locke " as to his name, his mother, 
his business, his studies," but Alton has eyes and ears 
only for tlie fair beauty. The Dean, his niece, and his 
daughter (Alton's charmer) depart, and the tailor, with 
his fece burning scarlet, is riveted to the spot. His 
heart is no longer his own. It is wedded to the Venus 
of whom he had but a glimpse, and considering that 
the heart had belonged to a Chartist, to a lover of 
equality and a man of the people, the reader will allow 
that it did not make a very indiscriminate selection, 

Alton Locke availed himseif of a confidant not very 
likely to betray his secret. This was a picture in the 
National Gallery I'esembling his mistress, and before it 
he used to spend all his spare bonis, "feeling the hap- 
pier for staring and staring, and whispering to die dead 
canvas the extravagances of bis idolatay," We are 
wiwng, A few of the spai« hours were lost in Hyde- 
park, info which the youth ever and anon rushed to 
search for his mistress in the midst of the gay riders, 
and to pour out his venom upon the more fortunate 
aristocratic gentlemen " who might sit face to face with 
ladies," and enjoy the feast forbidden to meaner men. 
They might see hie Juliet, though he was denied tiie 
gratification ; and what right had they to look upon 
her, " who could not adore, appreciate that beauty as 
he did ?" At least they had not snifered for her as he 
liad done; they had not stood in "rain and frost, 
fatigue, and bknk despnir — watching— watching — 
month after month ; and lie was waking coaUfor them ! 
Tlie very gai'ment he was stitching at might in a day's 
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time be in her presence— touching her dress ; and its 
wearer bowing and smiling and whispering ; he had not 
bought that bliss by watching in the I'ain. It made 
him mad to thint of it." Now, we really must appeal 
to the good sense of this author, for we presume he is 
not as mad as his hero, and ask him what Le thinks 
would happen if we were all to conduct ourselves in this 
fashion, to fall in love with the first bishop's daaghter 
we met^ to dive into all the parks, one after the other, 
in search of om' flame, and to cuise every man we 
encountered on the road who might chance to have a 
better coat on his back than our means enabled us to 
buy ? What ia good for the goose is good for the gan- 
der. What a tailor may do with impunity a lawyer's 
clerk may attempt without fear. Fancy the foreman 
and journeymen huildei'S now setting up like magic the 
enormous structure in Hyde-park, dropping their tools 
every half-hour in the day, and capering wildly into 
Rotten-row to "feast their eyes" upon the ladies, to 
make faces at the gentlemen, and to vow eternal ven- 
geance against society for not providing a beauty and a 
fortune for every humhie genius in the country ? Is it 
likely that the building would he up in time for the 
Exhibition ? Can business go on if it is not attended 
to ? Can we live without business ? Is there any ooun- 
tiy under the moon where bread and cheese ai'e obtained 
by the multitude without untiring labour f If so, let us 
know its latitude, that we may emigrate forthwith, and 
so relieve ourselves of the cutao inflicted upon man when 
he foil. 

It WM during his love dream that the tailor grew 
into a poet. He fancied himself the Corsair, an inti- 



Hos-t!.:l,vCoOgIf 



219 



mat.e of Leonidas, and a familiar of " tLe Maccabee who 
stabbed the Sultan's elepliatit, and saw him crushed 
beneath its falling bulk." It is perhaps not fair to be 
too critical in the case of a confessed lunatic, and we 
shall therefore not inquire into the propi'iety of Alton 
Locke's anathemas against society, at this period, for 
not selecting all the geniuses from all the workshops 
and sending them in batches to the University — for 
" not comparing foreheads" at a workman's meeting, 
and for suffering the artisan to undei^o day after day 
" the soulless routine of mechanical labour." Heaven 
knows few are spared that same " soulless routine," 
from the Prime Minister to the poorest intellectual 
spider that spins his brains for bread, and that society 
just now has much more serious work to do than to 
hunt after poets on shopboards. Inspii'ed tailoi's, says 
Mr. Locke, unless they are caught and carefully provid- 
ed for, " must either dream or agitate." They had 
much better keep their eyes open and their spirits quiet 
— at all events if the relations between their masters 
and themselves are to be improved ; and from all 
accounts, they need mending. 

Alton's master dying, his son took to business in the 
"show trade." The effect of this movement was a 
strike in the workshop. Amongst those who refused 
to submit to the "sweating" system was our hero. 
Government is of course soundly rated for not compel- 
ling master tailors to do their duty by their men — that 
is to say, for not insuring regular employment, short 
hours, and high wages. Alas, poor Government ! 
Let it attempt the Herculean feat ! No time fitter for 
the rare experiment than the era which has seen the 
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State deliberately withdrawing from ail interference 
between labour and capital, and leaving tbe field of 
industry clear of all protective lawa, Alton Locke 
thrown out of employment is offered a situation 
with the bookseller, with the certainty of succeed- 
ing to tHe stock and business. No bad offer for a 
beggared taiJor ; but the bilious gentleman refuses it, 
and persists in gnashing his teeth at society. He 
resolves to walk to Cambridge, where his cousin is 
studying (we bad been told before that he was an 
Oxford undergraduate — but let that pass), and to 
obtain his aid in the publication of certain verses to 
which the tailor bad given birth. On the road to 
Cambridge a characteristic incident occurs, Alton 
Locke reaches a wood which is entered from the road 
by a gate. Through the gate comes a gentleman, the 
owner of tlie property, with an air of superiority which, 
" please God !" he shall not have " for ever " Curiosity 
conquering pride, as the wiiter has it, Locke begs per 
mission to stray into the copse lad receives it He is 
astonished that it should be necessary t j ask leave fo 
inspect "the fi'csh, clean face of Gods eaith It 
never occurs to this unti^sed reasoner tliit the rich 
man's castle is as saciel as the poor m« & hut Pray 
are Chartist gardens fjien to ev ry [asseil-y! la 
ijiere no such thinj, as intrusion m the poji mtna 
privacy! Will joui leveller never keep his line and 
plummet straight ? 

He arrives at the University His cousin leeeives 
him well, and promises to advance his interests The 
return is unceasing abuse of the elutatel cla'wes and 
an imperative demand wl j the woikm j; classes are not 
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to have University bringing up aa well as their betters. 
To show his earnestness, the cousin introduces Lack« 
to a young nobleman, who at once gives the man 
employment, although the latter st«adily refuses to say 
" my Lor<i" to an individual who is clearly " no lord of 
bis." Walking one day in the College gardens, Locke 
meets that nobleman with a lady on his arm. She is tJie 
dai'k beauty of the Dulwich Gallery. The Dean is 
staying at Cambridge with his niece and daughter. 
Lord Lynedale is about to be married to the dark lady, 
and he requests the poe^tailo^ to call upon the Dean 
the following day with his poems. Not so badly 
treated after all, Master Alton Locke ! The poet takes 
his verses to the hotel, and sees his " Lilian" once again, 
" the child of sixteen, blossomed into the woman of 
twenty." The Dean is all kindness ; he is about to 
return to his residence within a few miles of Cambridge, 
and he invites his humble visitor to spend a few days 
there witli his cousin. All this, no doubt, is deserving 
of great reprobation, and shows utter heartlessness and 
the contempt of the higher classes for obscure merit, 
and deserves to be written in print for the exacerbation 
of all working people ; but, for the life of us, we cannot 
but respect tie old Dean for his urbanity, and heartily 
wish that all men were like him. 

The visit was paid. The dark lady proved dogmatic, 
and disagreeable ; the feiir one grew fairer, and Mr, 
Alton Locke now entertained serious intentions of 
calling Mr. Dean " father." The latter had applied to 
his publisher with a view of bringing into the world 
the producUons of Mr. Locke's muse, and the matter 
was arranged upon condition that tlie poet would con- 
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sent to e\pui i;e c itai i politicai passages which jarred 
■witl tlio mam cuirHnt of the verse. Locke consented 
fo tlie proposition and took leave of the Deanery more 
intoxicated with his consuming passion than ever. 
Keaching London, the poet attached himself to a 
Repuhlican journal, but soon gave offence to ils coa- 
duetor by refusing io write in the spirit of the paper. 
The very day that he received his dismissal, he passed 
a church door towards which many carriages were 
tending. Ke stopped and saw a bride and bridegroom 
descend ; they were the dark lady and Lord Lynedale. 
Ijlian was there too, her eye caught that of the poet, 
who in gratitude for one smile of I'ecognition, and to 
prove his sympathy with the people, rushed wildly 
from the ehureh door and did not stop till he reached 
Regent-circus, where " he shook hands earnestly with 
the crossing sweeper and gave him his last twopence." 

There is no limit to the good fortune of this incorri- 
^ble growler. The good Dean invites the poet, whose 
verses have appeared and been favourably received, to 
meet the chief literaiy celebrities of the day at his house 

in town. Amongst the company is the renowned 

Ambassador. The great man expresses a desire to 
know the youth. He approaches him with intense 
benignity, and hopes his influential friends will consent 
to part with him, that he, the Ambassador, may have 
the happiness of sending him to the German university. 
Why, this joumeyman tailor, this ninth part of a man, 
this stunted sickly piece of irritable humanity, has the 
luck of 20 aristocrats as times go ; yet he must, for- 
sooth, write two whole volumes of spleen and rancour 
to pi'Ove the hardship of his lot and the oppression of 
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the great. Where, we ask, is the hardship — where the 
oppression S Suddenly a libel appears against him in 
the democratic journal which he has quitted, and Alton 
Locte loses his popalaiity amongst the fratemity of 
Chartists, In his attempts to recover their good opinion, 
the excited man commits himself in an agricultural 
riot, ia seized as a ringleader, and tried for his life. 
The evidence of a witness saves him from tlie gallows, 
but he is sentenced to imprisonment for the term of 
three years. Dming the whole of his imprisonment, 
Alton Locte is allowed to devote his time to study, 
and to such other occupations as he himself selects; 
and when he quits the gaol, at the period of the last 
French Revolution, he hiw so far profited hy his read- 
ing and reflection as to determine to head the memoi-a- 
ble Chartist movement of the 10th of April. The 
ridiculous upshot of that terrible business is surpassed 
by the absurdity of Mr. Locke's conduct immediately 
afterwards. Alton's cousin, it would appear, was a 
spedal constable on the day in question, and after the 
ignoble dispersion of the violent mob, Alton walking 
much disgusted and mortified, stumbled \ipon his belted 
Kiative in the neighbourhood of Cavendish-square, 
"the very part where Lilian lived." Ihe Chartist 
followed the speciaJ until the Jatfer actually "stopped 
at the Dean's house, knocked, afid entered without 
parley." The Chartist knocked also, was admitted, 
and requested to " sit down in the hall." A moment 
afterwards and he heard the maids below giggling 
about "the young couple" upstairs, Anoflier minute 
and he heard voices in an adjoining room. He rises, 
opens the drawing-room door noiselessly, and creeps in 
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like a cat. Horror ! his cousin is there ; ao is Lilian, 
" Their arms were round each other, her head lay upon 
his breast .... their lips met and clung together . . . ." 
Alton rushed from the room. It was time. Faint, 
giddy, and blind, he clung to the staii'case. His cousin 
followed him. Alton struck out with his light, whicli 
the special parried cleverly with his left, and sent the 
Chartist reeling, drawing first blood. " Sneering foot- 
men" then removed the intruder from the tall to the 
street, which no sooner had he reached than " he strode 
and staggered on, through street after street, running 
blindly against paasengei's, dashing under horses' heads, 
heedless of warnings and execrations, till he found 
himself, he knew not how, on Waterloo- bridge." 
About to make the fatal plunge, hia attention was 
drawn to a drunken tailor — a fellow workman — who 
was already on the parapet and in the act of leaping 
too. Alton dragged down the brother criminal, who 
started as fast as his legs would carry him for "the 
wilderness of Eennondsey," Locke dashing after him. 
The pestilent abode of the drunkard was reached. 
Beneath the Hooring a melancholy rushlight revealed a 
filthy sewer. Upon lie floor, covered hy a coat, were 
three dead bodies, wife and children. What need to 
dwell upon this picture ; That night the rescued tailor 
tried a second and more suceessfol leap into a foul and 
poisonous ditch behind his ■wretched home, and the 
next morning Alton Locke woke with his brain on fire, 
and his body in possession of a raging fever. 

Now comes our moral ! By degrees the fever relaxes 
its fierce hold, and the liberated man recovers. But who 
is at hia side? He dart lady — the dogmatic and dis- 
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agreeable beauty — Lord Lynedale's wife — the Earl of 
Ellertoii's widow! Yes, mudi has happened. Lyiie- 
dale has succeeded to iis father's title — has died a vio- 
lent death, and left his widow very poor, but chastened 
and corrected. As strong medicines caiTy off the impu- 
rities of the body, bo the fever has removed all the 
former violence and vindictiveneas of the Chartist. He 
is fit for instruction and ready to receive it ; and he 
does receive it with a vengeance from the highly gifted 
and well informed Lady Ellerton, who assures him that 
Christ was '' a great Beformer and true Conservative" — 
" a trite demagogy^ and a perfect artist" — was tempted 
" like ever]/ ffenius f to use His creative powers for selfish 
ends" — had borne " the soiTOWs of genius" — had " fought 
with bigotry and stupidity" — had wept over Jerusalem 
"in the bitterness of disappointed patriotism,," — that 
Caraille Desmoulina revealed "an Almighty truth," 
when he spoke of the "Sow sans-eulotte Jesus," and 
that property quaHfieatioii may be opposed, universal 
suflragff and annual Parliaments claimed rightfully and 
successfully, if Chartism will but undertake its crusade 
in the name of Him who of all " heroes, poets, and phi- 
losophers," is the only " real demagogue, the speaker to 
man simply as man, tlie friend of publicans and sinners, 
the stem foe of the Scribe and the Pharisee." The 
effect of this singular revelation is as miraculous as the 
revelation itself. The ChartJst is redeemed ; " he hid 
his face in the coverlet, and buret out into a long, low, 
and yet most happy weeping," A brother Chartist is 
at his side with his face buried in his hands. Suddenly 
this one jumps up with brimming eyes, and cries out, 
10* 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



" I see it, I see it all now. Oil, my God ! my God ! 
what infidels we have been." 

But ttie moral is not ended yet. Poetical justice 
requires the punistment of tlie tailor's cousin, who had 
cozened the tailor out of his hride. After his conver- 
sion, Alton Locke inquires of Lady Ellerton how the 
young gentleman finds himself. She shakes hei' head. 
" He is no more 1" " Dead V "■ Yes, of typhus fever ; 
and not only he, tut his servant who brushed his 
clotlies, and the shopman who had a few da;^ before 
brought him a new coat home." Ah, the new coat! 
The reader remembers the coat with which the three 
corpses were covered in Bermondsey. Perfect and most 
professional contiivance ! The tailor's rival falls a vic- 
tim to the '■ sweating system." The emporium of 
fashion'' is Nemesis disguised in a paletot, and the 
miited cause of betrayed affection and high prices is 
fully avenged. 

And this is Chartism ! And this is the book of a 
man of the people, addressed to those who are answer- 
able for the workman's wrongs and bound t« repair 
them ! This is tlie life-history of a tailor — -the charge 
of democraey against aristocracy— the plea of labour 
against capital 1 Read er, do not believe it ! Be more 
faithful to your brother labourer, and refuse to accept 
these perverted ntteraBces for the plain unvarnished 
story which we shall be the first to welcome at the 
hands of honest industry. There is much to be done 
for poverty and labour. The world has already roused 
itself to a consciousness of the momentous fact. Soeioty 
strengthens every hour the hands of Government, and 
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every hour shall fliwl us more dearly ascertaining duty, 
more anxious to fulfil it. The bodily health of the 
masses— their moi'al and intellectual culture — their 
spiritual well-being — tlielr social and political rights 
have more interest to-day for every class in the State 
than any other subject. The necessity of solving the 
difSeukies of the many-sided question of the claims of 
labour is on all sides actnowledged to be pai'amount. 
The fate of England for the future no doubt largely 
depends upon her wisdom and intelligence to-day. We 
have no fear of her ultimate happiness and triumph. 
There is no danger to be dreaded from the generous 
activity of the well disposed. Even such wild and 
wanton teaching as that with which we have been deal- 
ing can operate but as a feather against the wholesome 
living tide that pours steadily and surely on towards the 
abiding shores of blessed civilization. 
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UNCLE TOM'S CABIN.* 

TwEKTV iHousAND copifis of tliis book, according to 
its title-page, are circulating among the American peo- 
ple, but tbree times as many thousanda more have 
probably issued from the Amei-ican press since the 
Ijtle-page was written. According to tte Boston Tra- 
veller, the authoress has already received from her pub- 
lishers the sum of " $10,300 as her copyiight premium 
on three months' sales of the work — we believe the 
largest sum of money ever received by any author, 
either American or European, fi'om the sales of a single 
work in so short a period of time." Uncle Tom's 
Cabin ia at every railway book-stall in England, and in 
every third traveller's hand. The book is a decided 
hit. It takes its place with " Pickwick," with Louis Na- 
poleon, with the mendicant who suddenly discovers him- 
self heir to £20,000 a-year, and, in fact, with every man 
whose good fortune it has been to fall asleep Nobody, 
and to awake in the morning an institution in the land. 
It ia impossible not to feel respect for Uncle Tom's Cabin. 
The object of tl e work is revealed in the pictorial 
frontispiece Mis Harriet Beecher Stowe is an aboli- 
tionist, and her book is a vehement and nni-esti'ained 
argument m favour of her creed. She does not preach 
a Bi^imon foi men are accustomed to nap and nod 
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under the pulpit; slie does not indite a philosophical 
discourse, for philosophy is exicting, is solicitous for 
truth, and acorns exiggMation Nor does the lady 
condescend to survej hei intni^te subject in tbe capa- 
city of a judge, for the ludicia! seat is fixed high above 
human passion, and she is in no temper to mount it. 
With tbe instinct of her sex, the clever anthoress takes 
the shortest road to her purpose, and stiikes at the con- 
victions of her readers by assailing their hearts. She 
cannot hold the scales of justice with a steady hand, 
but she has learnt to perfection the craft of the advo- 
cate, Muelid, she well knows, is no child for eifeclJng 
social revoluljona, but an impassioned song may set a 
world in conflagration. Who shall deny to a true 
woman the use of her true weapons? We are content 
to wai'U the uiisuspecting reader of their actual presence. 
Perhaps there is, after all, but one method of carrying 
on a crusade, and that unscrupulous fighting is the 
rightful warfare of the crusader. Mrs, Stowe having 
made op her mind that slavery is an abomination in 
the sight of God and man, thinks of notliing but the 
annihilation of the pernicious system. From the first 
page of her narrative to the last this idea is paramount 
in her mind, and colours all her drawing. That she 
will secure proselytes we take for granted ; for it is in 
the nature of enthusiasm to inoculate with passionate 
zeal the strong-hearted as well as the feeble-minded, 
That she will convince tbe world of the purity of her 
own motives and of the hatefulness of the sin she 
denounces is equally clear ; but that she will help, in 
the slightest degree, towards the removal of the gigantic 
evil that afflicts her soul is a point upon which we may 
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express the greatest doubt ; nay, is a matter upon 
which, unfortunately, we have veiy little doubt at all, 
inasmuch as we are certain that the very readiest way 
to rivet fJbe fetf«rs of slavery in these critical times is to 
direct against all slaveholders in America the oppro- 
brium and indignation which such works as Uncle 
Tom's Cabin are sure to excite. 

It is scarcely necessary to give in this place and in 
detail the plot of Mrs. Stowe's striking production ; for 
striking and meritorious it undoubtedly is. The lady 
has great still in the delineation of cliaractei' ; her hand 
is vigorous and firm, her mastery over human feeling 
is unqueslJocahle, and her humourous efforts are unim- 
peachable. We know of no book in which the negro 
character finds sxich successful interpretation, and ap- 
peal's so life-hke and so fresh. The scenes in which the 
negroes are represented at their domestic labours or con- 
versdng with each other reveal a familiar acquaintance 
with negro life, and a capacity for displaying it that 
canflot be mistaken. The slang of " Ethiopian Sere- 
naders" for once gives place to thoughts and langu^e 
racy of the soil, aad we need not say how refreshing it 
is to be separated for a season from the conventional 
Sambo of the modern stage. But even as an artist 
Mrs. Stowe is not faultless. She exhibits but ordinary 
ability in the eonsti-uction of her story. Her naiTative 
is rather a succession of detached scenes than a com- 
pact, well-jointed whole ; and many of the scenes are 
tedious from their similarity and repetition. The read- 
er is interested in the fate of two heroes, but their 
streams of adventure never blend. The scene closes 
upon TJncle Tom to open upon George TIai'ris, and it 
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closes upon George Harris to open upon Uncle Tom — 
a style of proceeding we!! nnderetood at the Adelplii 
Theatre, where the/oceii'te of Wright must duly relieve 
the diablerie of O. Smith — but certfliiily not jet recog- 
nized in the classic realms of art. 

Uncle Tom is the slave of Mr. Shelby, the proprietor 
of a certain estate in Kentuety, which has (alien into 
disorder in consequence of the speculative habits of ita 
owner, who, at the opening of the tale, is forced to part 
not only with Uncle Tom, but with a young quadroon 
■woman named Eliza, the servant of Mrs. Shelby, and 
the wife of George Hams, a slave upon a neighbouring 
estate. Uncle Tom is carried off Mr. Shelby's estate by 
the new purchaser, one Mr. Haly ; but Eliza, dreading 
separation from her husband and her subsequent fate, 
tates flight with her child, and is ultimately joined to 
her mate on the free-soil of Canada. The two volumes 
of which the boot is made up are occupied, as we have 
hinted, witli the adventures of Uncle Tom and George 
Harris, until the former dies a Christian martyi', and the 
latter becomes a model liberator in the black Kepnblie 
of Liberia. 

Uncle Tom is a paragon of virtue. He is more than 
mortal in his powers of endurance, in his devotion, in 
bis self-denial, in his Christian profession and practice, 
and in his abhorrence of spirituous liquors. When Mr. 
Haly in his turn sold Tom to a new master, the good- 
natured owner informed his new acquisition that he 
would make him " coachy" on condition that he would 
not get drunfe more than once a weet, unless in cases 
of emergen!^, whereupon " Tom looked surprised and 
rather hurt, and said, ' I never drink, Mas'r.' " This 
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maybe taken aa a keynote to the tane Tom ia etei'nally 
playing for oar edification and moral improvement. He 
always " looks surprised and rather hurt" on such occa- 
sions. He is described as a fine, powerful negro, walking 
through the world with a Bible in his hands, and vir- 
tuous indignation on his lips, both ready to be called 
into requisition on the slightest provocation, in season 
and out of season, at work or at play, by your leave 
or without it, in sorrow or in joy, for the benefit of his 
superiors, or for the castjgation of his equals. A pro- 
minent fault of this production is indicated in these 
facta. In her very eagerness to accomplish her amiable 
intention, Mre. Stowe ludicrously stumbles and falls very 
far short of her object. She should surely have con- 
tented herself with proving the infamy of the slave 
system, and not been tempted to establish the superiority 
of the African natuw over that of the Anglo-Saxon and 
of every other known race. We have read some novels 
in our time, and occupied not a few precious hours in 
the proceedings of their heroines and heroes ; but we 
can scarcely remember ever to have encountered either 
gentle knight or gentler dame to whom we could not 
easily have brought home the imputation of human 
frailty. The mark of the Htst fell has been there, though 
the hues might be of the faintest. Now, if Adam, 
before his decline, had been a black, aa some ethnolo- 
gists stjll insist, he could not possibly have been more 
thoroughly without flaw than Uncle Tom. In him the 
said mark is eradicated once and for ever. He I'epresents 
in his person the only well authenticated instance we 
know, in modern times, of that laudable principle, in 
virtue of which a man presents his left (^eek to be 
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Bmitten after hia first has been slapped. Tlie more you 
"larrup" Uncle Tom the more he hieases you; the 
greater the l>odily agony the more intense beeomea his 
spiritual delight. The more he ought to complain, llie 
more he doesn't ; the less he has cause for taiing a 
pleasant view of life and human dealings, the less he 
finds reason to repine; and his particular sentiments 
are all to mateh. Tom has reason to believe tliat Mr. 
Shelby will not wish him " good by" before be starts 
off for the south with Mr. Haly. " That ar hurt me 
more than seliin, it did." Tom's wife ia heart-hroien at 
Jiis departure, and naturally reproaches Mr. Shelby for 
turning him info money. Tom, always superior to 
human nature, tenderly rebukes her, " Til teli ye, 
Chloe, it goes agin me to hear one word agin Mas'r. 
Wasn't he put into my arms a baby! It's natur I 
should think a heap of him." Tom " bad every faoility 
and temptation to dishonesty," but his " simplicity of 
nature was impregnable," and he was never known to 
make a mistake in his life, although " trusted to an 
unlimited extent by a careleaa maater, who handed him 
a bill without looking at it, and pocketed the change 
without counting it" What have ive been doing ail 
theae years, during which at a great cost of lime, 
labour, and money, we have despatched missionary 
after missionary to the heathen, but neglected needful 
labours at home in order to effect works of supereroga- 
tion abroad ? Before we export another white enthu- 
siast from Eseter-hall, let na import a dozen or two 
blacks to teach Exeter-hall its most obvions Christian 
duties. If Mra. Stowe's portraiture is correct, and if 
Uncle Tom is a type of a class, we dehberateiy assert 
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that we Lave nothing more to communicate to tlie 
negro, but everything ta learn from his profession and 
practice. No wonder that Tom works miracles by Ma 
example. Such sudden conversions from brutality to 
humility, from glaring infidelity to the most childlike 
belief, as are presented to our admiration in these vo- 
lumes. Lave never been wrought on earth since the 
days of the Apostles. One of the best sketches in the 
book is that of a little black imp, by name Topsy, who 
loves lying for the sake of lying, who is more mis- 
chievous than a monkey, and in all respects as ignorant; 
yet she has hardly had time to remove from her soul the 
rubbish accumulated there from her birth, and to pre- 
pare her mind for the reception of the most practical 
truths, before — without any sufficient reason — " a ray 
of real belief, a ray of heavenly love, penetrates the 
darkness of her heathen soul," and enables her in due 
time to accept the responsible appointment of missionary 
to a station in Afiica. Uncle Tom not only converts by 
his arguments Mr. St. Clare, his master ia New-Orleans, 
who is a gentleman, a scholar, a philosopher, and as 
shrewd a hand in a discussion as you are ever likely to 
encounter, but positively redeems in a moment from 
utter savageness and the lowest degradation wretches in 
whom the sense of feeling is estiact, and from whom 
we have been taught, until Tom took them in hand, to 
recoil in horror. It is no respect for religion that we 
feel when Tom, beaten almost to death by his owner, 
is visited by a poor woman, who offers him water to 
relieve his mortiil pains, but who is quietly informed by 
tJie sufi'erer that a chapter from the Bible is better than 
drink. Weli-fed and comfortably-housed hypocrisy is 
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apt to deliver ilseif of aiich utterances, but certainly not 
true piety in its Iiours of anguish and physical extre- 
mity. A quadroon slave called Oassy is introduced to 
the reader under the most painful circumstances. Her 
career has been one of compelled vice until her spirit 
has finally acquired a wild and positively fiendish charac- 
ter. You read the authoress's vivid descriptions, yon 
not* the creature's conduct, and you are convinced that 
it will take years to restore human tenderness to that 
bruised soul, to say nothing of belief in Heaven and its 
solemn and mysterious promises. But you err I In an 
instant, and most miraculously, " the long winter of 
despair, the ice of years gives way, and the dark despair- 
ing woman weeps and prays." She, too, " yields at once, 
and with her whole soul, to every good influence, and 
becomes a devout and tender Christian." 

This monstrous instance is outdone hy another. 
Sambo and Quimbo are two black rascals, who Lave 
been trained " in savageness and brutality as systemati- 
cally as bull-dogs, and, by long practice in hardness 
and cruelty, have brought their whole natui'e to about 
tlie same range of capacities." "When we first behold 
them we are told to mart " their coarse, dark, heavy 
features ; their great eyes, rolling enviously on each 
other; their barbarous, guttTiral, half-brute intonation; 
their dilapidated gawuents fluttering in the wind," and 
to remember the apt illustration before us " of the fact 
that brutal men are lower even than animals." So long 
as these worthies are on the scene, their actions corre- 
spond exactly witli their appearance, and with the 
account given of their canine bringing up ; they go on 
from bad to worse, and at the worst, when their restitu- 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



tion to humanity seetna utterly and for ever hopele^, 
then it is that Tom "pours forth a few energetic sen- 
t«nces of that wondvons One, — his life, his death, his 
everlasting presence and power k> save," — that " they 
weep — hoth the two savage men,"— that Tom cries to 
Heaven to give tim two more souls, and that the 
prayer is immediately and satisfactorily answered hy 
their happy and moat astounding conversion. Surely 
there is something more real and substantial in Mrs. 
Stowe'a volumes to account for their extraordinary 
popularity than such absolute and audacious trash. It 
would be blasphemy to believe in such revelations, and 
common sense and a feeling of what is due to our bet- 
ter nature will assuredly prevent all but the veriest 
fanatics from accepting as truth such exaggerated and 
unholy fables. 

An enor almost as fatal as the one adverted to ia 
committed by our authoi-ess in the pains slie takes to 
paint her negroes, mulattoea, and quadroons in the very 
whitest white, while she ia equally careful to disfigure 
her whites with the very blackest black. The worst 
negroes are ultimately taken to heaven, but few of the 
fair colored are warranted, living or dying, without 
blemish. The case of Slavery is submitted in this work, 
it is true, to the reader's enlightened attention, but be- 
fore his judgment can calmly set itself to work, his 
sympathies ai'e thoroughly secured by a lady who takes 
good care not to let them loose again. The very first 
scene of the book introduces us to an offensive dealer 
in slaves and to a slave proprietor without feeling, and 
both are bargaining for the disposal of ^lavef who, in 
personal appearance and in moral attimment'i are not to 
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be surpasised on either side of the Atlantic. What 
becomes of the judgment under such an ordeal, if the 
intellect be weak and the heart be strong! We ai'e 
Dot ignorant of the mode in which great morals are 
enforced at our minor theatres, and of the means there 
taken to impress the imagination and to instruct the 
intellect by help of the domestic melodrama. A villain 
on the Surrey side of the water ia a villain indeed, and 
a persecuted heroine is persecuted beyond endurance in 
any other place. It is very easy to educe starfling les- 
sons from a dramatic work, as it is easy enongh for an 
artist to delineate fear by painting a man with staring 
eyes, open mouth, and hair on end. Truth, however, 
demands more delicate dealing, and art that would 
interpret troth must watch the harmonies of Natui'e, 
which charms not by great "effects," but by her 
blended symmetry and grace, by her logical and 
unforced developments. Did we know nothing of the 
subject treated by Mrs. 8towe, we confer that we 
should hesitate before accepting much of her coin as 
sterling metal. Her quadroon girl is all too like tiie 
applauded slave of the Victoria. " The rich, full dai'fc 
eye, with its long lashes — the ripples of silky black 
hair, the delicately-formed hand and trim foot and 
ankle, the dress of the neatest possible fit, which set off 
to advantage her finely-moulded shape, the peculiar air 
of refinement, the softness of voice and manner," are 
insisted upon with a pertinacity which we look for in 
vwn when we come face to face with the lesa-fortunately 
endowed specimens of the Anglo-Saxon race. Her 
husband, George, a mulatto, being rather blacker than 
herself, is piintod, according to rule, in still brighter 
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colours. He is " possessed of a handsome person and 
pleasing maimers," is " a general favourite in tJie factory" 
where he worts, " his adroitness and ingenuity cause 
liim to be considered the first hand in the place," and 
he has "invented a machine for the cleaning of hemp, 
ivliieh displays quit« as much mechanical genius as 
Whitney's cotton-gin." During his flight to Canada, 
George disguises himself. Being informed of the cir- 
cumstance, we are introduced to an hotel in Kentucky. 
" It was late in a drizzly afternoon that a traveller 
alighted at the door. He was very tall, with a dark 
Spanish complexion, fine expressive black eyes, and 
close curling hair, also of a glossy blackness. His well- 
formed aquiline nose, straight thin lips, and the admi- 
rable contour of his finely-formed limbs, impressed the 
whole company instantly with the idea of something 
uncommon," Who can the distinguished stranger be 
but M. Lemaitre or Mr. Wallaek, representing for onr 
approval and delight Geoige Harris, the runaway 
mulatto ? If we have any doubt, it is removed at once 
when we are told that the said George being addressed 
by a stranger at the hotel, " stood up like a rock, and 
put out his hand with tlie air of a prince," just as we 
have seen Lemaitre do it as ie Docteur Noir. An 
indifferent advocate may make one of iwo mistakes. 
He may undei'state his client's case, or he may over- 
state it. Able as she is, Mrs. Stowe has committed the 
latter fault, and will suffer in the minds of the judicious 
from the female erroi'. With so good a cause, it is a 
pity that her honest zeai should have outrun discre- 

The gravest fault of the book has, however, to be 
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mentioned. lis object is to aboliali slavery. Its effect 
will be to render slavery more difficult than ever of 
abolishment. Its very popularity constitutes its greatest 
difficulty. It will keep ill-blood at boiling point, and 
irritate instead of pacifying those whose proceedings 
Mrs. Stowe is anxious to influence on behalf of human- 
ity. "Uncle Tom's Cabin" was not required to con- 
viBce the haters of slavery of the abomination of t!io 
" institution ;" of all books, it is the least calculated to 
weigh with those whose prejudices in favour of sla- 
very have yet to be overcome, and whoso interests are 
involved in the perpetuation of the system. If slavery 
is to cease in America, and if the people of the United 
States, who fought and bled for their liberty and nobly 
won it, are to remove tlie disgrace that attaches to them 
for forging chains for others which they will not tolerate 
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present evil of slavery— a system destined sooner or 
later to fall to pieces under the weight of public opinion 
and its own infamy — hears no sensible comparison. 
The writer of " Uncle Tom's Cabin " and similar well- 
disposed authors, have yet to learn that to excite the 
passiona of their readers in favour of their philanthropic 
schemes, is the very worst mode of getting ridofadifB- 
cuUy, which, whoever may be to blaiiie for its existence, 
is part and parcel of the whole social organization of a 
large proportion of the States, and cannot be forcibly 
removed without instant anarchy, and all its accompa- 
nying mischief. 

Would Mrs. Stows have liberty proclaimed through- 
out the States at the present moment? For her own 
sake, and for the sake of her countrymen, we hope not. 
We do not believe that the blacks in America are pre- 
pared for sudden emancipation ; and if they are, we 
are certain that the whites are wholly incapable of ap- 
preciating the blessing. Sir Charles Lyell, in his " Se- 
cond Visit to the United States of North America," very 
pi'operly remarks that the fimaticism of Abohtionisf^ 
constitutes one difficulty in the way of emancipation, 
the prejudices of Perpetuatists another, but that the 
jealousy of an imscrupuloTis Democracy is a far more 
terrible obstacle tlian either. In the same spirit, the 
writer of a remarkable ardcle in the North American 
Eeview last year observed, that " the whites need to go 
through a training for freedom scarcely less than the 
blacks, the master being as much fettered to the one 
end of the chain as the slave to the other." All impar- 
tial witnesses speak to the same effect Mr. Feather- 
stonhaitgli, no lover of slavery, who pasf^ed years in the 
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United States, declares tiat slavery is a positive bless- 
ing to eveiy negro who would receive nothing but 
liberty from his owner. For, in truth, what is liberty 
worth to the possessor if it be accompanied with social 
degradation of the worst description) The manumitted 
slaves of Jammca, are, in the sight of the law, in the 
estimation of their fellows, and in the eye of God, equals 
with those whose actual "property" they were the 
otber day. Importance no longer attaches to comples- 
ion in that Island. The white and colored people inter- 
marry, coloured people hold responsible ofEces, and are 
received as guests at the Governor's table. An Ameri- 
can who visited Jamaica in 1850 states that — 

" At the Surrey Assizes, where Sir Joshua Rowe pre- 
Mded, two coloured lawyers were sitting at the Barristers' 
table, and of the jury all but three were coloured. 
Seven-tenths of the whole police force of the Island, 
amounting to about 800 men, were estimated to be 
coloured. In tbe Legislative Assembly, composed of 
from 48 to 50 members, ten or a dozen were co!our,!d ; 
and the Public Printers of the Legislature, who were 
also Editors of the leading Government paper, were 
both coloured men." 

Compare this salutaiy state of things ivith the certfnn 
doom of the negro suddenly emancipated by his Ameri- 
can master ! The democratic horror of black blood in 
the United States knows no bounds. Sir Charles Lyell 
has a pathetic account of a young girl he met on board 
a steamer in America, who was rudely summoned from 
the dinner table because — though free as himself — she 
had presumed — liaving one sti'eafe of negro blood in her 
otherwise unsullied veins — to sit at the same board with a 
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party of pure whites. He had previously been shocked 
by remarking that no coloured man, slave or freeman, 
how far soever removed from the negro stock, however 
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And be it stated to tbe credit of the slaveowners of 
the South, that they are fully ahve to the danger of the 
portentous struggle, and have of lata years shown no 
indisposition t« help in tlieir own emancipation as well 
as in tiiat of the slave, provided they may only escape 
the dire catash'oplie we speak of. It is certain that 
a large class of slaveowners in the South are most 
desirous to relieve their soil of the stain and incon- 
venience of Slavery, if tie tremendous step can be 
taken with safety to all parties concerned in the act 
of liberation. The efforts made in the South to improve 
the condition of the slave, show at least that humanity 
is not dead in the bosoms of the proprietors. Mrs. 
Sfowe has certainly not done justice to this branch of 
the subject. Horrors in connection with Slavery — 
itself a horror — unquestionably exist ; but all accounts 
— save her own, and those of writers actuated by her 
extreme views — concur in describing the general condi- 
tion of the Southern slave as one of comparative happi- 
ness and comfort, such as many a fi^ee man in the 
United Kingdom might regard with envy. One 
authority on this point is too important to be overlooked. 
In the year 1843, a Scotch weaver, named William 
Thomson, tj-Hclled through the Southern States. He 
supported hiroself oa his way by manual labour ; he 
mixed with the humblest classes, black and white, and 
on hia return home he published an account of his 
joumeyings He h id quitted Scotland a sworn hater 
of slave propnetors, but he confessed that experience 
had modified his vie^vs on this subject to a considerable 
degree. He had witnessed slaveiy in most of the slave- 
holding States ; he had lived for weeks among negroes in 
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Cotton plantations, and he asserted that he had neyer he- 
held one-fifth of the real suffefing that he had seen among 
the laboring poor in England. Nay, more, he declared : 

" That the members of the same family of negroes 
are not so much scattered as are those of workingmen 
in Scotland, whose necessities compel them to separate 
at an age when the American slave is running about 
gathering health and strength." 

Tea years have not increased the hardships of the 
Southern slave. During that period colonization has 
come to his relief — education has, legally or illegally, 
found its way to his cabin, and Christianity has added 
spiritual consolations to his aUowed, admitted physical 
enjoyments. It has been justly said that to those men 
of the South who have done their best for the negro 
under the institution of slavery must we look for any 
great effort in fevour of emancipation, and they who are 
beat acquainted with the progress of events in those parts 
declare that at this moment " there are powerful and 
irresistible influences at work in a large part of the slave 
States tending towards the abolition of slavery within 
these boundaries." 

We can well believe it. The world is working its 
way towards liberty, and the Slacks will not be left 
behind in the onward march. Since the adoption of 
the American Constitution, seven States have volunta- 
rily abolished slavery. When that Constitution was 
proclmmed there was scarcely a free black in the coun- 
try, According to the last census, the free blacks 
amount to 418,lV3, and of these 233,691 are blacks of 
the South, liberated by their owners, and not by the 
force of law. We cannot shut our eyes to these facta. 
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Neither can we deny that, desirable as negfo emancipa- 
tion may be in llie United States, abolition must be the 
result (^ growth, not of revolution, must be patiently 
wrought oiU by means of the American Constitution, 
^nd not in bitter spite of H. America cannot for any 
time resist the enlightened spirit of our age, and it is 
manifestly her interest to adapt ter institutions to its 
temper. That she will eventually do so if she be not 
a divided household — if the South be not goaded to 
illibetality by the North — if public writers deal with 
the matter in the spirit of couciliation, justice, charity, 
and truth, we will not permit ourselves to doubt. That 
she is aJive to the necessities of the age is manifest from 
tLe circumstance that> for the last four years, she has 
been busy in preparing the way for emancipation by a 
method that has not failed in older oonntiies to remove 
national troubles almost as intolerable as that of Slavery 
itsqlf. We have learnt to believe that the Old World 
is to be saved and renewed by means of emigi-ation. 
Who shall say that the New World — in visible dange 
from the presence of a dark inheritance bequ ^ h 1 o 
it by Europe — shall not be rescued by the sam p ovi 
dential means ? Thenegrocolony of Liberia, e -abl h d 
by the United States, extends along the Weste n as 
of Africa, a distance of more than 500 m 1 The 
civilized black population amounts to 8,000 souls. The 
heathen population is over 200,000. The soil of the 
colony is fertile, its exports are daily increasing, it has 
already entered into diplomatic relations with Great 
Britain and France. A Government is established, 
which might have been framed by the whitest stius; 
2,000 communicants are in connection with its churches ; 
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1,600 ctildren attend its Sabbath schools. Education 
has become — would that it were so here — a national 
obligation ; and the work of instnictioa and conversion 
ia carried on by .educated negroes among their brethren, 
who cannot fail to appreciaf* the secrice and to accept 
the blessing. The refiige afforded by Libeiia for the 
gradwal reception of the manumitf«<l and civilized slaves 
of the United States, we hold to be the most promising 
element in the question, npon the tranquil setfJement of 
which tJie happiness and political existence of the United 
States depend. It will enable America to save herself, 
and tfl achieve a work far nobler than tliat of winning 
her own political independence. The civilization of 
Africa hangs largely npon her wisdom. A quarter of 
the world may be Christianized by the act which enables 
America to perform the fii'st of Christian duties. Wo 
have said that the process of liberation ia going on, and 
that we are convinced the South, in its own interests, 
will not be laggai'd in the labour. Liberia and similar 
spots on the earth's surface proffer aid to the South, 
which cannot be rejected wiUi safety. That the aid 
may be accepted with alacrity and good heart, let ns 
have no more Uncle Toin's C'aMfis engendering ill-will, 
keeping up bad blood, and rendering well-disposed, 
humane, but critically-placed men their own enemica 
and the stnmbling-blocts to civilization and to tlie 
spread of glad tidings from Heaven. 
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THE BLITllEDALE ROMANCE.* 

Wb must look out. Ameiiea is going ahead, and 
threatens to outsti'ip us ia a direction altogether unex- 
pected. It has taken the energetic people of the United 
States Bot quite eighty years to eonrinee the world of 
their un approach nble skill in the art of material deve- 
lopment. AnotJier half century may enable them to 
prove their superiority over contereporary nations, in 
iahours purely intellectual. We have long depended 
for our cottons on America ; we are now beginning to 
import our novels. Longfellow and others prove that 
good samples of poems may be introduced with effect 
into the English market. The facts are all very serious. 
We cannot hope to check the supply by imposing a 
very heavy duty on tlie Amen'ean commodity. But 
what an argument is here for Sir Edward Bnlwer Lyt- 
toH when he next meets Iiia Ilcilfordshire farmers, and 
informs them that he, as well as his constituents, is 
forced to an rmeqnal contest with tlie foreigner — that 
one and all are likely to be crushed under arrangements 
that bring food for the mind and food for die body 
across the seas, untaxed to the British consumer ! 

We look back and marvel at the instinctive wisdom 
with which America has provided for the inteilectual 

* "Tie BWhedak HcBiiBiM," by Knlhcmial HnwlliurQe, author of "Tin 
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exigencies of her people, during Ler seventy odd years 
of independent rule, and shaped her instruction accord- 
ing to tlie circumstances of her unparalleled position. 
An intelligent American of the name of Bristed came 
among us the other day — entered the University of 
Camhridge — took a scholarship at Trinity-— and subse- 
quently his degree. For five yeara he was familiar 
witli University life, and at the close of that period he 
returned to his native country, in order to point out to 
his fel low-country men their great mistake and folly in 
pursuing an educational course in all respects opposed 
to that of tlte ancient seat of learning from which he 
had just emerged — Bachelor of Arts! Mr. Bvisted, as 
we conceive, took but a narrow view of this great ques- 
tion. It is quite true tliat, up to the present moment, 
the higher classes in the United Slates have contented 
themselves with such an education as that which Mr. 
Cohden actually holds to be sufficient for the lising 
youth of England— viz., the education of the newspaper 
and the platform; it is equally undeniable tliat the 
exactness compelled by tJie intellectual discipline of our 
own universifjes has been wholly wanting in the acade- 
mies of America, which have regarded as the severest 
studies the more recreative reading of the English stu- 
dent; but it is not to be admitted for an instant that 
America has failed to afford to all classes the very 
highest amount of mental cultivation possible, regard 
being had to the age of (lie country, to the nature of 
its institutions, and to the essential character, pursuits, 
and objects of its people. An infant nation is not to 
be dealt with as you would deal with a country on ita 
legs, grown-up, self-conscious, self-contemplating. Boys 
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who have to make their own way in the world are 
taught to read and write, to deal practically with life, 
and then they are apprenticed. If they have heen well 
instructed and are virtuous, they do well, and eagerly 
place within reach of their ofl'spring the scholastic 
advantages denied to their own youth. America ia 
such a hoy. It has had during the last seventy years 
to labour for its existence as no nation ever before 
laboured, and it has achieved in consequence of its 
struggles an amount of substantial success which no 
anticipations could have calculated. It was essential to 
tlio well-being of the United States that tlie masses 
should not be left, aa they are frequently left in more 
advanced countries, a prey to ignorance and all the 
vices of which blind ignorance is the parent; and 
accordingly the masses of America have been well 
taken care of in the elemen tary school. It was of vital 
consequence that the better classes, to whom was given 
the development of the resources of the nation — mate- 
rial, political, and moral — and to whom, moreover, was 
intrusted the guidance of a republic that had yet to 
learn the mdiments of self-government, should be able 
to write fluently and to talk glibly and forcibly upon 
every subject of public interest and political bearing, 
and accordingly the middle classes of America ha\-e 
become gi-cat stump orators, and the readiest of piiblic 
writers. Wealth, power, aristocracy, and the usual 
results of triumphant industry, are already won. The 
next steps in the rapid march will not be wanting. 
"We shall have— doubt it not, Mr. Bristed — Amci'icans 
aa interested in Greek particles as Porson himself, 
matliemaLi(!ians iis acute as Peacock, discovci'ers as 
11" 
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patient and profouad as Adams. Tlie liighest otder of 
intellectual cultivation — the acijuii-ement of erudition 
for its own ssuke — demands leisure and opportunity such 
as the possession of wealth and the subsidence of a 
feverish pursuit of gold, and nothing else, ai'e calculated 
to afford. The passionate chase after tlia almighty 
dollar is interesting enough while it lasts; but when 
the sport is over and the game is caught, noblei- diver- 
sions must be found. Oxford and Cambridge will do 
well to keep the fact in mind. The people who have 
been incessantly occupied since they fought for and 
gallantly won their political freedom, in extorting 
wealth from the soil, in accumulating riches, in dealing 
dense forests, and planting flowrishing cities on their 
site, in nan'Owing their continent by ^gantie contrivan- 
ces, and in extending their social and commercial rela- 
tions by superhuman activity, have still found time to 
give titterance to the importunate spirit of song in 
verse, which the land of Milton, of Spenser, and of 
Shalcspeare has known how to appreciate, and to seize 
the pen of the novelist with a gi'asp which the lovere 
of Fielding, Goldsmith, and Scott will be the last to 
despise. The sons of those who sing so pleasantly now 
in the grove will assuredly discuss philosophy and 
science hereafter in the portico. 

The most striking impression left upon the mind 
after the pemsal of the more recent impoitations of 
fiction from America, is that of youthful freshness. 
Thei'e is no mistaking the flavour of the fruit. It is 
crisp, pungent, and ripe to a charm. With all its 
faults of exaggeration, " Uncle Tom's Cabin" is a mas- 
terpiece of composition. The patho.'- is vf the simplest 
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and profouiictest, tJie humour is exquisite, and the sway 
of the narrative is that of an eager, unworn, and fear- 
fully earnest pen. The very idioms recommend them- 
selves by their naturalness and truth. When die Ame- 
rican speaker says "he cannot sleep nights," or "he 
has travelled some in his time," or uses similar uncouth 
talt, the ear is gratified rather than offended by the 
unwonted, but still appropriate phiase. The vigorous 
fi'eshness of which we speak is still more strikingly 
characteristic of the novel at present under conaidera- 
fjon, and of tbe other works of fiction produced by the 
genius of the same author. It is, in this ease, a feature 
so remarkable as to throw every other in the shade, and 
it is certainly one to which, without offence, we may 
take leave to call the notice of our British novelists. 
Three or four distinguished names at once occur to our 
mind when we ask who are the representatives of 
" Action" at present among us ? That they do so occur 
is proof sufficient of their pre-eminence : but, if to one 
and all we might proffer a syllable of advice, it would 
certainly be that they should seriously note the qnalities 
in virtue of which American ^vriters are now taking the 
novel-reading world hy storm, and securing, even on 
this side of the Atlantic, without preliminary puff or 
advertisement of any kind, purchasers of their wares 
that may be reckoned by thousands, and readers that 
positively defy compntalaon altogether. 

The plot of the " Blithedale Romance" may be told 
in half a dozen lines. In truth, the romance has no 
plot at all ; and it is evident, from a few words of pre- 
fece that precede tJie slender narrative, that the writer 
would have been well content had he been able to 
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relieve himself entirely of tlie encumbrance of a etory, 
and to place naked and unadorned before tiie reader's 
eye the images of strength and beauty that had pos- 
session of his own poetic mind. Mr. Hawthoiiie's dif- 
ficulty seems to have been to find ic tlie vast human 
workshop of America a frame sufficiently picturesque 
for the reception of his lichly coloured pictures. He 
had highly-wrought visions to communicate, but they 
must be incorporated in forms of flesh and blood ; and 
it is not easy to throw the haJo of romance around 
flesh and blood engaged in the acijnisition of dollars, 
and in all the materia! interests of a newly-formed 
Stat«. Distance — whether of time or space — is one 
great element of the romantic. As no man is a hero 
to his valet de chambre, so the doinga of our next door 
neighbour have little to excite the fancy or to strilce the 
imagination. We may elevato into the regions of 
romance the proceedings of Englishmen five hundred 
years ago, or the transactions of contemporaries living 
five hundred miles off; but romance shrinks from asso- 
dation with the men and things against which we are 
hourly jostling. Such being the ease, it was not an 
easy matter for Mr. Hawthorne to build up a lomance, 
the foundations of which were to have root in his native 
soil. America has no past, and the present, as already 
intimated, is too familiar and real for the artist's object. 
The writer surmounted the apparently insuperable ob- 
ject by a clever device. He winted "an available 
footing between fiction and reality," dnd he found it in 
Socialism, a phenomenon which, although an ib&ohite 
creation of the times in which we live, f suffitiently 
antagonistic to the recogniaed, oidinary, and practical 
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forma of life, to present in itself one at least of tlie 
main conditiona demanded by the romancer before ha 
can proceed satisfactorily to his labours. 

Blithedale is a farm in Massachusetts, to \yhieh a 
society of social reformers have retired, with the amiable 
intention of convincing mankind of tiie rottenness of 
the old paths, and of making them thoroughly ac- 
quainted with tiie admirable qualitJea of the new. Aa 
far as we leam, the culture of the soil and the cultiva- 
tion of the affections constitute the grand process of 
human regeneration. Equality is the basis of the com- 
munity, and mutual assistance the tie which binds all 
the members together. "With the bulk of the dwellers 
at Blithedale the reader has no concero, his interest 
being concentrated not so much upon the proceedings 
as upon the development of the characters of foiu- out 
of the whole number. These are the author himself, 
described as Coverdale, a poet and enquirer ; Hollings- 
worth, a stern and exceedingly selfish philanthropist ; 
Zeaobia, a fine specimen of passionate womanhood, 
with lofty intellectual endowments, but little moral 
restraint ; and Piiscilia, an exquisitely drawn picture of 
feminine beauty, tremulous dependence, and devoted 
love. These four personages constitute the dramatis 
persoiue of the Blithedale Romance, a story actually 
without incident of any kind, yet so powerfully told 
withal as to absorb the reader from first to last, and to 
impress him with the highest opinion of the writer's 
genius and capabilities. 

Coverdale is rather an observer than an actor in the 
Blithedale community. Discontented with the selfish- 
ness and worn-out methods of action of people out of 
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dooP9,hegiveshimaelfuptotheagricultiiralpurEmt3of the 
new Rociety with a vehemence and desperation that would 
lead yon to snppose human perfection had to be wrought, 
lite corn or any othei' produce, irom the bowels of the 
earth. But, his bodily labour over, his chief delight is 
in tlie investigation of the moral natures of his com- 
panionsj and the dissection of their souls. Nothing can 
be finer than the recorded results of such delicate 
inquiry. His analyses are those of a poet, embodying, 
by the way, a vein of common sense, and revealing an 
appreciation of the hamonrous, which are as essential 
to the formation of the poetic character as the highest 
and noblest of its elements. HoUingsworth is an intel- 
lectual blacksmith, rough hewn from a rock, about thirty 
years of age, with a great shaggy head, heavy brow, 
dark complexion, and abundant beard, with no more 
grace, polish, or courtesy tJian a well-bred bear, yet in 
hia gentler moods evincing " a tenderness in iiis voice, 
eyesj mouth, and gesture which few men could resist, 
and no woman," Hollingaworih has taken to the social 
establishment a pet philanthropic theory which has 
enslaved his mind, and for the sake of which he is pre- 
pared to saeriflee himself and everybody else. He has 
an idea of reforming criminals through an appeal to 
their higher instincts, and with tiiis view he is solicitous 
to establish and endow a coUege for the reception and 
instruction of the most hardened convicts, HoUings- 
worth has no sympathy with virtue. If he cannot get 
hold of the depraved, society shall gain nothing from 
him. The lesson taxight in tUs- character ia, that the 
most Intense philanthropy, by the easiest of transitions, 
degenerates into the most unmitigated selfishness ; and 
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ZENOBIA. 255 

it is conveyed with consummate skill. One of the 
inmates already referred to — Zenobia — is a handsome 
woman, with a large inheritance. She 'worsliips Hol- 
lingaworth, ivho submits to the idolatry in expectation 
of the lady's dowry, witli which he hopes at length to 
set hia mad theory afloat. The lady loses her money, 
and the philanthropist resigns his mistress. Hollings- 
worth is picture No. 1, painted by our poet Coverdale ; 
and a more vivid and impressive countenance seldom 
stares out of canvas to excite the spectator's emotion, 
and to make him wonder at Oie rare insights into the 
human sonl vouchsafed by Providence to the gifted 

Zenobia herself is portrait No. 2. Her beauty ia 
deficient in softness and delicacy, but she is remarkably 
beautiful, nevertheless, and has such an overflow of 
bloom, health, and vigour, " that a man might well have 
fallen in love with her for their sake only." She ia 
stately and imperious ; indolent in her quiet moods, but 
when in earnest, alive to her finger tips. Her acquire- 
ments are many. She has earned a vast reputation as 
an authoress, in America, and is well known for the 
} and powerful appeals made to the sterner 
1 behalf of the rights of woman. All men bow 
to her save Hollings worth, the gloomy blacksmith, to 
whom she bends. In hia presence the unconquerable 
is subdued. During the first week of her residence on 
the Blithedale estate, a timid girt called Priscilla is inti'o- 
duced to the society, and made over to her especial care. 
The girl never throws off the timidity, but she blooms 
into loveliness, and her nature also clings involuntarily 
ai'ound the rugged man. Priscilla, as it appenre, is 
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Zenobia's half-sister, and tlie more rightful inheritress 
of the proud woman's worldly fortune. Her shy nature 
softens the stony heart of HoUingsworth, impenetrable 
to the more dominant spirit of Zenobia. The revela- 
tion is made, and Zenobia commits aelf-deatruction. 

The vision of Priscilla — the third of Coverdale's por- 
traits — is painted in fairy tints such as serve to afford 
a gleam of evanescent beauty, too transparent and thin 
to take its hold in the dull earth. A passage or two 
from Coverdale's own lips will convey a notion of the 
feminine sprite : — 

""When she had come to be quite at home among 
us, I used to fancy that Priscilla played more pranlis, 
and perpetrated more mischief, than any other girl in 
tlie community. For example, I once heard Silas Foster 
(the farm manager), in a very gruff voice threaten to 
rivet three horse-shoes around PrisciHa's neefe and chain 
her to a post, because she, with some other young people, 
had clambered upon a load of hay, and caused it to 
slide off the cart. How she made her peace I never 
knew ; but very soon afterwards I saw old Silas with 
his brawny arms round Priseilla's waist, swinging her 
to and fro, and fipaJly depositing her on one of the 
oxen to take her first lessons in liding. She met with 
terrible mishaps in her first efforts to milk a cow ; she 
let her poultry into the garden ; she generally spoilt 
whatever part of the dinner she took in charge ; she 
broke crockery ; she dropped our biggest pitcher into 
the well ; and except with her needle, and those little 
wooden instruments for purse malting, was as unservice- 
able a membei' of society as any young lady in the 
land. There was no other soi't of efficiency about her ; 
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yet eyerybody whs Had to Prisdlla — everybody loved 
ber, and laughed at her to hei' face, and did not laugh 
behind ber back ; everybody would have given her half 
of Ilia last crust, or the bigger share of his plum-cake. 
These were pretty certain indications that we were all coq- 
ficious of a pleasant weakness in the girl, and considered 
her Dot quite able to look aft«r her own interests, or 
fight her battle with the world. Her simple, care- 
less, childish flow of spirits often made me sad. She 
seemed to me like a biittei'fl.y at play in a flickering 
bit of sunshine, and mistaking it for a broad and eternal 
summer. We sometimes hold mirth to a greater 
accountability than sorrow ; it must show good cause, 
or the echo of its laughter comes back drearily. Pria- 
cilia's gaiety, moreover, was of a nature that showed me 
how delicate an instrument she was, and what fragile 
heartstrings were her nei'ves. As they made sweet 
music at the airiest touch, it would require but a 
stronger one to burst them all asunder. Absurd as it 
might be, I fried to reason with her, and persuade her 
not to be so joyous, thinking that if she would draw 
leas lavishly upon her fund of happiness, it would last 
the longer. I remember doing so one summer's evening, 
when we, tired labourers, sat looking on, like Goldsmith's 
old folks under the village tLom-tree, while the young 
people were at tlieir sports." 

It is scarcely necessary to state, that the attempts 
made to reform society at large, by individuals so in- 
tensely occupied in their own deeply personal concerns, 
led to no better results than have been yielded by the 
well laid plans of more crafty adventurers. At the end 
of the first summer Coverdale quite the establishment 
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in disgust, having been mortally offended by Hollings- 
wortli, who spui'ns him for his refusal to take part in 
the great scheme of criminal reform. Not long after 
his departure, Zenobia throws herself into the water, 
having witnessed Hollingsworth'a preference for Pris- 
ciJla; and after her death HoEingsworth and Priacilla 
retire to a small secluded cottage, in which they live 
separated from the world, the strong man leaning for 
support upon the mild nature of his partner — the 
gentle and fragile girl affording in the depths of her 
feminine heart, shelter, guardianship, and protection. 
No grand edifice is built for the reformation of crimi- 
nals ; no single criminal finds reformation at the Philan- 
thropist's hands. For the rest of his life he busies 
himself with a single murderer, the destroyer of 
Zenobia I 

We convey no adequate account of this striking 
work by the slender description of it aboie gnei a 
work manifestly proceeding fioin a writei who has 
drunk freely and fully at the well ot Enghsh bteiituie 
and imbibed the best qual ties ot the invigorating 
waters. The Blithedale Pomince is the rntell etual 
exercise of a true poet of one who is eagei U. lead 
whatever nature has to teich ind who has the ficulty 
of uttering in words the spintual instruction denved 
from his royal mistress. A few evidences of the faculty 
will speak for themselves. We may open the book at 
random. Goverdale has left the society and returned 
to his hotel in Boston. He looks out of tiie window 
and sees the backs of houses opposite. His poetic eye 
discerns more than mere bricks and mortar: — 

" Bewitching to my fancy are all those nooks and 
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ci'annies where Nature, like a stray partridge, hides her 
head among tlie long estahlished haunts of men ! It 
is likewise to he remarked, as a general rule, that there 
is far more of the pietm'eaque, more truth to native and 
characteiTstic tendencies, a vastly greater suggestiveness, 
in the back view of a residence, whether in town or 
country, than in its front. The latter is always artifi- 
cial ; it is meant to the w rid s eye i 1 ti e efo e a 
veil and a con Jment Real t es keef n the ei 
and put forward an 1 1 an e g d of 1 u nhuj, and 
show. The poste o ^spect of an^ Id f n 1 ouse 
behind which a a In a> his nnex^ e tedly opened s so 
different fix)m tl at look ng up n the n nemo lal h gh 
way, that the spectator gets new ideas of I'ural life and 
individuality in the puff or two of steam breath which 
shoots him past the premises. In a city, the distinction 
between what is offered to the public and what is kept 
for the family is certainly not less striking." 

Coverdale thus notices the growth of Priscilla : — 
" After she had been a mouth or two at Elithedale 
her animal spirits waxed high, and kept her pretty 
constantly in a state of hubbie and fei'ment, impelling 
her t« far move bodily activity than she had yet 
strength to endure. She was fond of playing with the 
other girls out of doors. There is hardly another sight 
in the world so pretty ss that of a company of young 
girls, almost women grown, at play, and so giving 
themselves up to their airy impulses that their tiptoes 
barely touch the gi'ound. Girls are incomparably 
wilder and more effervescent than boys, more untamable 
aud regardless of rule and limit, with an everahifting 
variety, breaking continually into new modes of fun, 
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yet with an hamionious propiioty through all. Tlieir 
steps, their voices, appear free as the wind, but keep 
consonance with a strain of music inaudible to ub. 
Young men and hoy&, on the other hand, play accord- 
ing to recognized law, old traditionary games, permit- 
ting no caprices of fancy, but witb scope enough for the 
outbreak of savage instincts. For young or old, in 
play or in earnest, man is prone to be a brute." 

Coverdale finds for himself a hermitage on tlie 
BMthedale estate ; — 

" Long since, ia a part of our circumjacent wood, I had 
found out for myself a Uttle hermitage. It was a 
kind of leafy cave, high upward into the air, among 
the midmost branches of a white pine tree. A wild 
grape vine, of unusual size and luxuriance, had twin- 
ed and twisted itself up into the tree, and after 
wreathing the entanglement of its tendrils almost 
around every bough, had caught hold of tiiree or four 
neighbouring trees, and married the whole cluaip with 
a perfectly inextricable knot of polygamy. Once, while 
sheltering myself from a summer shower, the fancy had 
taken me to clamber up into this seemingly impervious 
mass of foliage. The branches yielded me a passage, 
and closed again beneath, as if only a squirrel or a 
bird had passed. Far aloft around the stem of tlie 
central pine, behold a perfect nest for Eobinaon Crusoe 
or King Charles ! A hollow chamber of rare seclusion 
had been formed by the decay of some of the pine 
branches, which the vine had lovingly sti'angled with 
its embrace, burying them from the light of day in an 
aerial sepulchre of ila own leaves. It cost me but 
little ingenuity to cnhirge the interior, and open loop- 



Hos-t!.:l,vCoOgIf 



holes through, the vefdant walls. Hart it ever been 
my fortune to spend a honeymoon, I should have 
thought seriously of inviting my bride up thitlier, 
where our nest neighbours would have been two orioles 
in another part of the clump. It was an admirable 
place to mate verses, tuning the rhythm to the breezy 
symphony that so often stirred among the vine leaves. 
* * a The pleasant scent of the wood, evolved hy the 
hot sun, stole up to my nostrils as if I had been an idol 
in its niche. Many trees mingled their fragrance into 
a thousand-fold odour. Possibly there was a sensual 
iniiuence in the broad light of noon that lay beneath 
me. It may have been the cause, in part, that I sud- 
denly found myself possessed by a mood of disbelief 
in moral beauty or heroiana, and a conviction of the 
folly of attempting to benefit the world. Our especial 
scheme of reform, which, from my observatory, I could 
take in with the bodily eye, looked so ridiculous that it 
was impossible not to laugh aloud." 

Quotations of originality, beauty, aaid power are 
endless. The hook is overflowing with energy and 
thought, and if the pitch of the style is a little too 
stately perhaps for the story, which is certainly of the 
shadowiest, the loftiness and dignity of the r 
bespeak the master, and constitute the natural languE 
of his undoubted inspiration. 
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